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; To 
HER GRACE THE. 


DUTCHESS OF MONTAGUE. 


MADAM, | 
- Tres rragedy, whick I do myself the honour to * to 


your Grace, is formed upon an original, which passes for 


the most finislied piece, in this kind of writing, that has 
ever been produced i in the French language. The principal 
action and main distress of the play is of such a nature, as 
Seems more immediately to claim the patronage of a lady: 
And, when I consider the great and shining characters of 
antiquity, that are celebrated in it, I am naturally direct- 
ed to inscribe it to a person, whose illustrious father has, by 
a long series of glorious actions (for the service of his coun- 
try, and in defence of the liberties of Europe), not only sur- 


passed the generals of his own time, but equalled the greatest 


heroes of former ages. The name of Hector could not be 
more terrible among the Greeks, than that of the duke of 
nn has been to the Hegel. 

The refined taste you are * 20 Ws in all entertain- 
ments for the diversion of the public, and the peculiar life 


and ornament your presence gives to all assemblies, war 


no small motive to determine me in the choice of my pa- 
_ troness. The charms that shine out in the person of your 
Grace, may convince every one, that there is nothing un- 
natural in the power which is ae to the beauty of 
Andromache. | 


The strict mand I have had to decency and good man- 
ners throughout this work, is the greatest merit I pretend to 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 


——— 


iv - © DEDICATION. - | 
> — 
plead in favour of my presumption; and is, I am Sensible, 
the only argument that can recommend it most effectually to 
your * | 55 
| | 2 
with the greatest respect, 
Mab aun, 
your Grace s most humble 


and most obedient Servant, 
AMBROSE PHILIPS. 
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Is a translation by AMBrose Paities from the AnDRo- 

MAQUE of the great French dramatic poet Racing. It 
was acted originally at Drury-Lane Theatre, and first 
printed in 1712. | 


To those who confine their admiration to the strong fabrics 
of our dramatists of the golden age of English poesy, the be- 
ginning of the seventeenth century, the prolixity of ha- 
rangue, and the tedious progression of the action, character- 
istic of the French drama, are not likely to pass without 
their usual reprobation. Yet many fine touches of nature 
considerably enliven the slumber of the stage, and much 
flow and facility of expression gives to the conveyance of ele- 
gant sentiments the dress they best delight to adopt. | 


The taste of Appison seems considerably to have fluctu- 
ated. —He naturally, it may be presumed from the selections 
in the Spectator, loved the gorgeous grandeur of SHAKSPERE, 
and the sublime and profound delineations of Milton, — 
but he deferr&d too much to the predominant authorities 
of the French critics. BoriLtav hurried him into a stigma 
of the Tuscan muse, which even the fairer critics of our 
on day are scarcely able to supplant—and people talk of 
the tnse/ of ToRQUaTO Tass0, because Appison had 
Seconded the ungrounded censure of BoitLEAuU. It too fre- 
quently happens, that, without the trouble of thought, the 
deliberation. of decision, the herd of smatterers in letters 
follow the critic BELLwEATHER, even when he tinkles then 
from their proper bounds, 8 . 
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v1 THE DISTREST MOTHER. 
——ꝛ + 


Appisox found this play perfectly consonant with the 
axioms of his French dogmatizers, and the Spectators were 
filled with its praises. PHIL1Ps it was also his pleasure to 
lift into a rivalry with Poye; and the composition of the 
MARIAMNE of FENTON, the original author, never wrested 
such vehemence of praise as the translation of PnrLIPs from 
the original of RACINE. 


3 recollect to have seen this piece n with the 
powerful support of Mrs. CRawrorD and Mrs. YaTEs, 
and, even then, small was the effect produced upon the heart 
— The scenes are too cold and declamatory—and the per- 
sonages are considerable sufferers, by being above our Py 
and NN to our ympathy. 
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PREFACE. 


— 


In all the works of genius and invention, whether in verse or prose, 
there are in general but three manners of style; the one sublime and full 
of majesty ; the other simple, natural, and easy; and the third, swell- 
ing, forced, and unnatural. An injudicious affectation and sublimity 
is what has betrayed a great many authors into the latter; not consider- 
ing that real greatness in writing, as well as in manners, consists in an 
unaffected simplicity. The true sublime does not lie in strained meta- 
phors and the pomp of words, but rises out of noble sentiments and 
strong images of nature; which will always appear the more conspicuous, 
when the language does not swell to hide and overshadow them. 


These are the considerations that have induced me to write this tra- 
gedy in a style very different from what has been usually practised 
amongst us in poems of this nature. I have had the advantage to copy 
after a very great master, whose writings are deservedly admired in all 
parts of Europe, and whose excellencies are too well known to the men 
of letters in this nation, to etand in need of any farther discovery of 
them here. If I have been able to keep up to the beauties of Monsieur 
Racine in my attempts, and to do him no prejudice in the liberties I have 
taken frequently to vary from 80 great a poet, I shall have no reason to 
be dissatisfied with the labour it has cost me to bring the compleat- 
est of his works upon the English stage. 


I shall trouble my reader no farther, than to give * some short 
hints relating to this play, from the preface of the French author. The 
following lines of Virgil mark out the scene, the action, and the four 
principal actors in this tragedy, together with their distinct characters; 
excepting that of Hermione, whose rage and jealousy is ufficiently 
painted in the Andromache of Euripides. 


Littoraque E ht legimus, portugue subimus 
Chaonio, et celsam Buthroti ascendimus urbem 
Solemnes tum forte dapes, et tristia dona 

Libabat cineri Andromache, manesque wocabat 
Heforeum ad tumulum, viridi quem cespite inanem, 
Et geminas, causam lacrymis, sacraverat arag= . 
Dejecit vultum, et demissa voce locuta est: 


O. felix una ante alias Priameia virgo, 
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PREFACE, 


Hostilem ad tumulum, Trejæ sub menibus altis 
Fussa mori! que sortitus non pertulit ullos, 

Nec victoris beri tetigit captiva cubile. 

Nos patrid incensd, diuersa per æguora vectæ, 
Stirpis Achille fastus, juvenemque superbum, 
Serwitio enixæ tulimus, qui deinde secutus 

Ledæam Hermionem, Lacedæmoniosgue hymenæos— 
At illum ereptæ magno inflammatus amore 

Conjugis, et scelerum Furiis agitatus Orestes 


Excipit incautum nen erneut ad aras. 
Vir. EN. Lib. iii. 


The great concern of Andromache, in the Greek poet, is for the life 
of Molossus, a son she had by Pyrrhus. But it is more conformable to 
the general notion we form of that princess, at this great distance of 
time, to represent her as the disconsolate widow of Hector, and to suppose 
her the mother only of Astyanax. Considered in this light, no doubt, 
she moves our compassion much more effectually, than she could be 
imagined to do in any distress for a son by a second husband. 


In order to bring about this beautiful incident, so necessary to heighten 
in Andromache the character of a tender mother, an affectionate wife, 
and a widow full of veneration for the memory of her deceased husband, 
the life of Astyanax is indeed a little prolonged beyond the term fixed 


to it by the general consent of the ancient authors. But so long as 


there is nothing improbable in the supposition, a judicious critic will 
always be pleased when he finds a matter of fact (especially so far removed 
in the dark and fabulous ages) falsified, for the embellishment of a 


whole poem. 


PROLOGUE. 


— — 


WRITTEN BY MR. STEELE, 


SINCE fancy by itself is loose and vain, 

T he wise, by rules, that airy power restrain : 

T hey think those writers mad, who at their ease 
Convey this house and audience where they please. 
Who Nature's stated distances confound, 

And make this spot all soils the gun goes round: 
Tis nothing, when a fancy'd scene's in view, 

To ship from Covent-Garden to Peru, 


But Shakspere's self transgress* ds and hall each elf, 
Each pigmy genius, quote great Shakspere's self ! 
What critic dares prescribe whats just and fit, 

Or mark out limits for such boundless wit ! 
Shakspere could travel through earth, sea, and air, 
And paint out all the powers and wonders there. 
In barren deserts he makes Nature smile, 

And gives us feasts in his Enchanted Jule. 

Our author does his feeble force confess, 

Nor dares pretend such merit to transgress ; 

Does not such shining gifts of genius share, 

And therefore makes propriety his care. 

Your treat with studied decency he eres; 

Net only rules of time and place preserves, 

But sﬆtrives to keep his character intire, | 
With French correctness, and with British fire. 


PROLOGUE. 


= 


This piece, presented in a foreign tongue, 
When France was glorious, and her monarch young, 
An hundred times a crouded audience drew, 
An hundred times repeated, still *twwas new. : 


Pyrrhus provok'd, to no wild rants betray d, 
Rexents his generous love 50 ill repay d; 
Does like a man resent, a prince upbraid. 
His sentiments disclose a royal mind, 
Nor is he known a king from guards behind. 


Injur'd Hermione demands relief ; 
But not from heavy narratives of grief : 
In conscious majesty her pride is abeaun; 
Born to avenge her wrongs, but not bemoan. 


 dndromache—l1f in our author's lines, 
As in the great original abe shines, 
Nothing but from barbarity sbe fears; 
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Attend with silence, youll applaud with tears. 
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Dramatis Personat. 


- DRURY - LANE. 


4 


Men. 
PyrRKUS, on of Achilles Mr. Palmer. 
Paix, counsellor to Pyrrhus, - Mr. Packer. 
Oaks TES, 0 of Agamemnon, - Mr. Kemble, 
PYLADES, friend to Orestes, = - Mr. Barrymore, 


<> ow 


a 


Women, 
ANDROMACHE, Hector's widow, Miss Kemble. 
CxynisaA, confidante to Andromache, - Miss Tidswell. 


HZAMION E, daughter to Menelaus, = Mrs. Siddons. 


CLONE, confidante to Hermione, — Miss Collins. 
Attendants on Pyrrhus and Orestes, &c. 


COVENT- CARDEN. 
: | Men. 
Pyanakus, 30n of Achilles, Mr. Pope. 


 Puaznix, counsellor to Pyrrhus Mr. Macready. 


Oazsrzs, 0 of Agamemnon, <- Mr. Holman. 
PYLADEs, friend to Orestes, - Mr. Davies. 


AnDRrOMACHE, Hector's widow, - Mrs. Pope. 
CEgrnisa, confidante to Andromache, Mrs. Morton. 
HzAMIONE, daughter. to Menelaus, Miss Brunton. 
CLxons, confidante to Hermione, Miss Stuart. 
Attendants on Pyrrhus and Orestes, &c, 
The Scznz, a great hall in the court of Pyrrhus, at Buthrotos, 
the capital city of Epirus. 


THE 


' DISTREST MOTHER. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


The Palace of PYyRRHUS. Enter ORESTES, Fraps, and 
Attendants. | . 


| Orectes.. 
O PyLapss! what's life without a friend! 
At sight of thee my gloomy soul cheers up; 
My hopes revive, and gladness dans within me. 
After an absence of six tedious moons, | 
How could I hope to find my Pylades, 
My joy, my comfort, on this fatal shore? 
Even in the court of Pyrrhus! in these realms, 
These hated realms, so cross to all my wishes. 
Oh, my brave friend ! may no blind stroke of fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myself. 
.  Pyl. O prince! O my Orestes! O my friend 5 4 
Thus let me speak the welcome of my heart. [ Embracing. 
Since I have gain'd this unexpected meeting, 
Blest be the. powers who barr'd my way to Greece, 
And kept me here! e'er since the unhappy day 
When warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder'd our barks on the loud, stormy main. 


C 


i - THE DISTREST MOTHER. Ad J. 


Ore:t. It was, indeed, a morning full. of horror! 
Pyl. A thousand boding cares hard rack -d my sou! 


The fatal ills, in which your life's involw'd;. 
And grudg'd you dangers which I could not share. 
I fear'd to what extremities the black despair 
That prey'd upon your mind, might have betray'd _ 
And lest the godb, in pity: to your woes, 
Should hear your pray rs, and tale the liſe you onthe: 
But now with joy I see you ! — The retinue, 
And numerous followers that surround you here, 
Speak better fortunes, nn 
To relish life. 
Orest. Alas! my friend, who "Rk, 
The destiny to which I stand reservd! 
I come in search of an inhuman: fair ; 
And live or die, as she decrees my fate! 
Pyl. You much nn. ans ef — 6 thought 3 you 
| cud 
. Of your unpitied, n en 
Why, in Epirus, should you hope to find 
: | Hermione less cruel, than in Sparta? 
as I thought her pride, and tlie disdainful manner 
| In which she treated all your constant sufPrings, 
Had broke your fetters, andi assur'd your freedom: 
Asham'd of your repulse, andislighted vous, 
You hated her; you . of her no e 
Prince, you deceiy d me. i LY 
| Orezt. I deceivd myself. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy 1 loves thee. 
Thou know'st T:never! hid my passidniftom ther; 
Thou saw'st it in its birth and in its progress,; 


93 
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In your behalf. Often, with tears I mourn'd 10 -« 


* 


And when at lastithe hear king, her fathem 
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Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter, 

His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus, 

Th' avenger of his wrongs, thou saw'st my grief, 

My torture, my despair; “and how I draggid 

% From sea to sea, a heavy chain of woes.” 

O Pylades! my heart has bled within me, 
To see thee, prest with sorrows not thy own, 
Still wand' ring with me like a banish'd man 

Watchful, and anxious for thy wietched friend, 

To temper the wild transports of my mind, 

And save me from myself. 50 

Pyl. Why, thus unkind ? 

Why will you envy me the pleasing task 

Of generous love, and sympathizing friendship? 

Orest. Thou miracle of truth—but hear me on. 

When in the midst of my disastrous fate, 

I thought how the divine Hermione, 

Deaf to my vows, regardless of my plaints, | 

Gave up herself, in all her charms, to Pyrrhus; 

Thou may'st remember, I abhorr'd her name, 

Strove to forget her and repay her scorn. 

I made my friends, and even myself believe 

My soul was freed. Alas ! I did not see, 

That all the malice of my heart was love. 

Triumphing thus, and yet a captive still, 

In Greece I landed: and in Greece I found 

The assembled princes all alarm'd with fears, 

In which their common safety seem*d concern'd. 

I join'd them: for I hop'd that war and glory 
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts! | 
And that my shatter'd soul, impair'd with grief, 0 

Once more would reassume its wonted e l „ 

And ev * vs PEN PR OY breast. e 
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Pyl. The thought was worthy Agamemnon's son. 
Orest. But see the strange perverseness of my stars, 


Which throws me on the rock I strove to shun ! 
The jealous chiefs, and all the states of Greece, 


With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus; 
That now forgetful of the promise giv'n, 
And mindless of his godlike father's fate, 
Astyanax, he nurses in his court; 

Astyanax, the young, surviving hope 

Of ruin'd Troy; Astyanax, descended 
From a long race of kings; great Hector's son. 
Pyl. A name still dreadful in the ears of Greece! 
But, prince, you'll cease to wonder why the child 

Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 

When you shall hear, the bright Andromache, 

His lovely captive, charms him from his purpose: 

The mother's beauty guards the helpless son. 

Orest. Your tale confirms what I have heard; and hence: 
Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival wooes 101 
Another partner to his throne and bed, | 
Hermione may still be mine. Her father, 


The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already 


His daughter slighted, and th intended nuptials 


Too long delay d. I heard his loud complaints 


With secret pleasure; and was glad to find 
Th' ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 
And all my wrongs aveng'd in her disgrace. | 
Pyl. Oh, may you keep your just resentments nl | 
Orest. Resentments! Oh, my friend, too soon I ſound ' 
They grow not out of hatred ! I'm betray'd: eld 
I practise on myself; and fondly plot 


My own undoing. - Goaded on by "INN 


I canvass'd all the suffrages of Greece: 
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And here I come their worn ambassador, 
To speak their jealousies, and claim this boy. 
Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embassy with scorn. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted sire, 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headstrong, fierce ; 
Made up of passions: Will he then be sway'd, 
And give to death the son of her he loves? 
Orest. Oh, would he render up Hermione, 
And keep Astyanax, | Should be blest ! 
He must; he shall. Hermione is my life, 
My soul, my rapture - I'll no longer curb 
The strong desire that hurries me to madness: 
Fll give a loose to love; I'll bear her hence; 
Jl tear her from his arms; PI—O, ye gods! 
Give me Hermione, or let me die !=—— 
But tell me, Pylades; how stand my hopes? 
Is Pyrrhus still enamour'd with her charms ? + 
. Or dost thou think he'll yield me up the prize, 
The dear, dear prize, which he has ravish'd from me? 
Pol. I dare not flatter your fond hopes so far; 
The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princess, 
Turns all his passion to Andromache, 
Hector's afflicted widow. But in vain, - 
With interwoven love and rage, he sues 
The charming captive, obstinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child confin'd 

Apart; and when her tears begin to flow, 

As soon he stops them, and recalls his threats. 
Hermione a thousand times has seen 

His ill-requited vows return to her; 

And takes his indignation all for love. 

What can be gather'd from a man so various ai 
He may, in the disorder of his soul, W 
Wed her he hates; and punish her he loves. 


* 
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Orest. But tell me how the wrong d Hermione 
Brooks her slow nuptial, and dishonour'd charms? 
Eyl. Hermione would fain be thought to scorn 
Her wavering lover, and disdain his fals hood; 
But, spite af all her pride and conscious beauty. 
She mourns in secret her neglected charms; 
And oft has made me privy to her tears: 
Still threatens to be gone; yet still she stays; 
And sometimes sighs, and wishes for Orestes. 
Orest. Ah, were those wishes trom her heart, my Send 
I'd fly in transport | L Flouriab auithin. 
Pyl. Hear I— the king approaches 161 
To give you audience. Speak your, embassy 
Without reserve : urge the demands of Greece ; 
And, in the name of all her kings, require, 
That Hector's son be giv'n into your hands, 
Pyrrhus, instead of granting what they ask, - 
To speed his love and win the Trojan dame, 
Will make it merit to preserve her son. 
But, see; he comes. 
Orest. Mean while, my Pylades, 
Go, and dispose Hermione to see 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himself, and all his sorrows, at her feet. 


Enter Pr&RHUS, Pnokxix, and Attendants 


Before I speak the message of the Greeks, 

Permit me, sir, to glory in the title 

Of their ambassador; since I behold 

Troy's vanquisher, and great Achilles' son. 

Nor does the son rise short of such a father: 

If Hector fell by him. Troy fell by you. | 5 
But what your father never would have done, > nes Bit 
You do. You cherish the remains of Tro 
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And by an ill-tim'd: pity keep alive 

The dying embers of a ten years war. 

| Have you so soon forgot the mighty Hector? 

The Greeks remember his high brandish'd sword, 
That fill'd their states with widows and with orphans, 
For which they call for vengeance on his son. 


Who knows what he may one day prove? Who knows 


But he may brave us in our ports; and, fill'd 

With Hector's fury, set our fleets on blaze. 

Vou may, yourself, live to repent your mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecian's just demands: 
Satiate their vengeance, and preserve yourself. 

Pyr. The Greeks are for my safety more concern'd 
Than I desire. I thought your kings were met 

On more important counsel. When I heard 

The name af their ambassador, I hopꝰd 

Some glorious: enterprize was taking birth. 

Is Agamemnon's son dispatch'd for this ? 

And do the Grecian chiefs, renown'd in war, 

A race of heroes, join in close debate, 

To plot an infant's death! What right has Greece 
To ask his life? Must I, must I alone, 

Of all the scepter'd warriors, be deny'd 

To treat my captive as I please ? Know, prince, 
When Troy lay smoking on the ground, and each 


Proud vic or $har'd the harvest of the war, 


Andromache and this her son were mine; 


Were mine by lot; re ene dere e e en 


Ulysses bore away old Priam's queen; 
Cassandra was your own great father's prize; 
Did I concern myself in what they won? 
Did I send embassies to claim their captives ? 
 Orezt. But, sir, we fear for you, and for ourselves. 
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Troy may again revive, and a new Hector 
Rise in Astyanax. Then think betimes— 
Pyr. Let dastard souls be timorously wise: 
But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
Far- fancy'd ills, and dangers out of sight. 

Orest. Sir, call to mind the unrivall'd strength of Troy; 
Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates of brass; 221 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies 

Pyr. I call them all to mind; and see them all 
Confus'd in dust; all mixt in one wide ruin; 

All but a child, and he in bondage held. 

What vengeance can we fear from such a Troy ? 

If they have sworn to extinguish Hector's race, | 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr'd ? 

Why was he not in Priam's bosom slain? | 
He should have fall'n among the slaughter'd heaps, 

Whelm'd under Troy. His death had then been just. 
When age and infancy, alike in vain, 

«© Pleaded their weakness; when the heat of conquest, 
« And horrors of the sight, rouz'd all our rage, 

% And blinded hurry'd us thro” scenes of death.“ | 
My fury then was without bounds: but now, | TY 
My wrath appeas'd, must I be cruel still? 2 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 

Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood; 
An infant's blood ?—No, prince—go, bid the Greeks nen 
Mark out some other victim; m revenge 
Has had its fill. What has escap'd from Troy 
Shall not be sav'd to perish in Epirus. 

Orest. I need not tell you, sir, Astyanax 
Was doom'd to death in Troy; nor mention how 
The crafty mother sav'd her darling son: | 
The Greeks do now but * their en sentence; 
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Nor is't the boy, but Hector, they pursue; 
The father draws their vengeance on the son: 
The father, who so oft in Grecian blood _ 
Has drench'd his sword; the father, whom the Greeks 
May seek even here.—Prevent them, sir, in time. 

Pyr. No! let them come; since I was born to wage 
Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms 
On him who conquer'd for them; let them come, 
And in Epirus seek another Troy. 
"Twas thus they recompens'd my godlike sire; 
Thus was Achilles thank'd. But, prince, remember, 
Their black ingratitude then cost them dear. 


Orest. Shall Greece then find a rebel son in Pyrrhus? 


Pyr. Have I then conquer'd to depend on Grecee ? 
Orest. Hermione will sway your soul to peace, 
And mediate *twixt her father and yourself: 
Her beauty will enforce my embassy. | 
- Pyr. Hermione may have her charms; and I 
May love her still, tho? not her father's slave. 
I may in time give proofs that I'm a lover; 
But never must forget that I'm a king. 
Meanwhile, sir, you may see fair Helen's daughter; ; 
I know how near in blood you stand ally'd. 


That done, you have my answer, prince. The Greeks, 
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No doubt, expect your quick return. [Exit Orest. oc. 


Pbæn. Sir, do you send your rival to the princess? 
Pyr. I am told, that he has loy'd her long. 
Phan. If so, ' 
Have you not cause to fear the smother'd flame 
May kindle at her sight, and blaze anew ? 
And she be brought to listen to his passion. 
Pyr. Ay, let them, Phcenix, let them love their fill! 
Let them go hence; let them depart together; 
| 9 | 
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Together let them sail for Sparta: all my ports 
Are open to them both. From what constraint, 
What irksome thoughts, should I be then relicy'd. 
Phan. But, sir? 3 | 
Pyr. I shall another time, good Phenix, | b 
Unbosom to thee all my thoughts —for, see, 
Andromache appears. 


© Enter ANDROMACHE and CEPHISA. 
Pyr. May I, madam, 
Flatter my hopes so far as to hollows 
_ You come to seek me here? mn 
TT” Andr. This way, sir, leads 
x! To those apartments where you guard my son. 
4 Since you permit me, once a day, to visit 
All I have left of Hector and of Troy, 
I go to weep a few sad moments with him. 
I have not yet, to-day, embrac'd my child; 
- I have not held him in my widow'd arms. 
Pyr. Ah, madam, should the threats of Greece prevail, 
Vou'll have occasion for your tears, indeed! 
Andr. Alas, what threats! What can alarm the Greeks? 
There are no Trojans left! | 
Pyr. Their hate to Hector 
Can never die: the terror of his name 
Still shakes their souls; and makes them dread his son. 
Andr. A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor friendless child ! > 
Who smiles in bondage: nor yet knows himself 
The son of Hector, and the slave of Pyrrhus. 
Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life; 
And send no less than N n, 310 
To fetch him hence. | 
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Andr. And, sir, do you comply 
With such demands? — This blow is aim'd at me: 
How should the child avenge his slaughter'd sire ? 
But, cruel men ! they will not have him live 
To cheer my heavy heart, and ease my bonds. 
I promis'd to myself in him a son, | 
In him a friend, a husband, and a father. 
But I must suffer sorrow heap'd on sorrow; 
And still the fatal stroke must come from you. | 
Hy r. Dry up those tears, I must not see you weep, 320 

And know, I have rejected their demands. 
The Greeks already threaten me with war: f 
But should they arm, as once they did for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets; 
Should they prepare a second ten years siege, 
And lay my towers and palaces in dust: 
I am determin'd to defend your son; 
And rather die myself than give him up. 
But, madam, in the midst of all these dangers, 
Will you refuse me a propitious smile ? 
Hated of Greece, and prest on every side, 
Let me not, madam, while I fight your cause, 
Let me not combat with your cruelties, 
And count Andromache amongst my foes. 

Andr. Consider, sir, how this will sound in Gree 
How can so great a soul betray such weakness ? 
Let not men say, so generous a design 
Was but the transport of a heart in love. 

Pyr. Your charms will justify me to the world. 

Andr. How can Andromache, a captive queen, 340 
O'erwhelm'd with grief, a burthen to herself, Fo 
Harbour a thought of love ? Alas! what charms 
Have these unhappy eyes, by you condemn'd / 


CO nected ee 2 ES — 


$8: - THE DISTREST MOTHER. Act I. 


To weep for ever ?— Talk of it no more. 
To reverence the misfortunes of a foe; 
To succour the distrest; to give the son 
To an afflicted mother; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagu'd against his life ; 
Unbrib'd by love, unterrify*d by threats, | 
To pity, to protect him: these are cares, | 350 
These are exploits worthy Achilles' son. | 
Pyr. Will your resentments then endure for ever ! 
Must Pyrrhus never be forgiven? *Tis true, 
My sword has often reek'd in Phrygian blood, 
And carried havoc through your royal kindred ; 
But you, fair princess, amply have aveng'd 
Old Priam's vanquish'd house ; and all the woes 
I brought on them, fall short of what I suffer. 
We both have suffer'd in our turns; and now 
Our common foe should teach us to unite. 
Andr. Where does the captive not behold a foe ? 
Pyr. Forget the term of hatred ; and behold 
A friend in Pyrrhus! Give me but to hope,” 
PII free your son; I'll be a father to him: 
Myself will teach him to avenge the Trojans. 
I'll go in person to chastise the Greeks, 
Both for your wrongs and mine. Inspir'd by you, 
What would I not achieve? Again shall Troy 
Rise from its ashes: this right arm shall fix 
Her seat of empire; and your son shall reign. 370 
Andr. Such dreams of greatness suit not my condition : | 
His hopes of empire perish'd with his father. | 
No; thou imperial city, ancient Troy, 
Thou pride of Asia, founded by the gods ! 
Never, Oh, never must we hope to see 
Those bulwarks rise, which Hector could not guard 
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Sir, all I wish for is some quiet exile, 
Where, far from Greece remov'd, and far from you, 
I may conceal my son, and mourn my husband. 
Your love creates me envy. Oh, return! 
- Return to your betrothed Hermione. | : ( 
Pyr. Why do you mock me thus? You know I cannot. 

You know my heart is yours: my soul hangs on you: 
You take up every wish : my waking thoughts, 
And nightly dreams, are all employ'd on you. 
"Tis true, Hermione was sent to share 
My throne and bed; and would with transport hear 
The vows which you neglect. 

Anar. She has no Troy, 
No Hector to lament : she has not lost 390 
A husband by your conquests. Such a husband 
(Tormenting thought !) whose death alone has made 
Your sire immortal: Pyrrhus and Achilles 

Are both grown great by my calamities. 
P̃yr. Madam, tis well ! Tis very well! I find 
Your will must be obey'd. Imperious captive, 
It shall. Henceforth I blot you from my mind: 
You teach me to forget your charms ; to hate you: 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have loy'd | 
Too well to treat you with indifference. 
Think well upon it : my disorder'd soul 
' Wavers between th” extremes of love and rage 3 
I've been too tame; I will awake to vengeance ! 
The son shall answer for the mother's scorn. 
The Greeks demand him: nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleasure an ungrateful woman. 

Andr. Then he must die! Alas, my son must die! 

He has no friend, no succour left, beside 
His mother's tears and his own innocence. - 
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Pyr. Go, madam ; visit this unhappy son. 410 
The sight of him may bend your stubborn heart; 


And turn to softness your unjust disdain. 


I Shall once more expect your answer. Go, 

And think, while you embrace the captive boy, 

Think that his life depends on your resolves. 

[Exit P) rrhus, &c. 

Andr. I'll go; and in the anguish of my heart 

Weep o'er my child—If he must die, my life 

Is wrapt in his ; I shall not long survive. 

"Tis for his sake that I have suffer'd life, 

Groan'd in captivity, and out-liv'd Hector. 

Yes, my Astyanax, we'll go together! 

Together to the realms of night we'll go! 

There to thy ravish'd eyes thy sire Ill shew, 

And point him out among the shades below. 


—ͤů—ů— 


ACT II. SCENE J. 


HzaMIOxE and CLzons, 


Werr, I'll be rul'd, Cleone; I will see him; 


I have told Pylades that he may bring him; 


But, trust me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
I should forbid him yet. 

Cleo. And why forbid him: 
Is he not, madam, «ill the same Orestes? 
Orestes, whose return you oft have wish'd ? 
The man whose sufferings you so oft lamented, 


And often prais'd his constancy and love ? 
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Her. That love, that constancy, so ill requited, 
Upbraids me to myself ! I blush to think 
How I have us'd him; and would shun his presence. 
What will be my confusion when he sees me 
Neglected and forsaken, like himself? 

Will he not say, Is this the scornful maid, 

The proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 

In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ? 
Her insolence at last is well repaid. 

TI cannot bear the thought! 

Cleo. You wrong yourself 20 
With unbecoming fears, He knows too well | 
Your beauty and your worth. Your lover comes not 
To offer insults ; but to repeat his vows, 

And breathe his ardent passion at your feet. 
But, madam, what's your royal father's will ? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta? 

Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus still deny 
The nuptials, and refuse to sacrifice 
This Trojan boy, I should with speed embark, 

And with their embassy return to Greece. 

Cleo. What would you more? Orestes comes in time 
To save your honour: Pyrrhus cools apace: 

Prevent his falsehood, and forsake him first. 

I know you hate him; you have told me so. 

Her. Hate him! My injur d honour bids me hate him. 
Th' ungrateful man, to whom I fondly gave 

My virgin heart; the man I loy'd so dearly; 

The man I doated on! Oh, my Cleone! 

How is it possible I should not hate him? 

Cleo. Then give him over, madam. Quit his court; 
And with Orestes· _ | | 41 

Her. No! 1 must have time | 
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To work up all my rage! To meditate 
A parting full of horror ! My revenge 


Will be but too much quicken'd by the traitor. 


Cleo. Do you then wait new insults, new affronts ? 
To draw you from your father! Then to leave you! 
In his own court to leave you—for a captive ! 

If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it. 

Her. Why dost thou heighten my distress ? I fear 8 

To search out my own thoughts, and sound my heart. 
Be blind to what thou seest: believe me cur'd : 
Flatter my weakness ; tell me I have conquer'd ; 
Think that my injur'd soul is set against him ; 

And do thy best to make me think so too. 
Cleo. Why would you loiter here, then? 
Her. Let us fly! - 
Let us begone ! I leave him to his captive : 
Let him go kneel, and supplicate his slave. 
Let us begone !—But what if he repent ? 
What if the perjur'd prince again submit, 
And sue for pardon ? What if he renew 
His former vows ?—But, oh, the faithless man ! ; 
He slights me! drives me to extremities However, 
I'll stay, Cleone, to perplex their loves 
PU stay, till by an open breach of contract, 
I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the son, 
Their second embassy shall claim the mother: 
Iwill redouble all my griefs upan her ! Te 5 

Cleo. Ah, madam, whither does your rage enger you? 

Andromache, alas! is innocent. 
A woman plung'd in sorrow; dead to love: 
And when she thinks on Pyrrhus, tis with horror. 
Hier. Would I had done so too! —He had not then 
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| Betray'd my easy faith. But I, alas! 
Discover'd all the fondness of my soul! 
I made no secret of my passion to him, 
Nor thought it dangerous to be sincere: 
My eyes, my tongue, my actions spoke my heart. 
Cleo. Well might you speak without reserve to one 
Engaged to you by solemn oaths and treaties, 
Her. His ardour too was an excuse to mine: 
With other eyes he saw me then !—Cleone, 
Thou may'st remember, every thing conspir'd 
To favour him: my father's wrongs aveng'd ; 
The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan spoils; 
His mighty sire's, his own immortal fame; 
His eager love ;—all, all conspir'd against me! 
— But I have done: I'll think no more of Pyrrhus. 
Orestes wants not merit; and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him: 
And if I've power over my own heart, tis * 
Cleo. Madam, he comes 
Her. Alas, I did not think 
| He was so near I wish I might not see him. 


Enter Ox kSTES. 


How am I to interpret, sir, this visit! 
Is it a compliment of form, or love? 


Orest. Madam, you know my weakness. Tis my fate 


To love unpity'd ; to desire to see you; 
And still to swear each time shall be the last. © 
My passion breaks thro* my repeated oaths': 


And every time I visit you I'm perjur'd. 
Even now I find my wounds all bleed afresh: 


F blush to own it; but I know no cure. 
I call the gods to witness, I have try d 
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Whatever man could do, but try'd in vain, 
To wear you from my mind. Thro' stormy seas, 
And savage climes, in a whole year of absence, 
I courted dangers, and I long' d for death. 
Her. Why will you, prince, indulge this mournful tale: 
Tt ill becomes the ambassador of Greece 
To talk of dying and of love. Remember 
The kings you represent: Shall their revenge 
Be disappointed by your ill-tim'd passion? 
Discharge your embassy : tis not Orestes 
The Greeks desire should die. 
Orest, My embassy 
Is at an end, for Pyrrhus has awe 


To give up Hefor's 80n, Some hidden power — 120 
Protects the boy. PT 
Her. Faithless, ungrateful 8 e e AG 


Orest. I now prepare for Greece. But ere I go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounc'd by you — 
What do I say — I do already hear it! 

My doom is fixt: J read it in your eyes. 

. Her, Will you then still despair? be still suspicious ? 
What have I done ? Wherein have I been cruel? | 
"Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus : 

But *twas my royal father sent me hither. | 
And who can tell but I have shar'd your griefs ? 
Have L n&er wept in secret? Never . 

To see Orestes ? + iN 

Orest. Wish'd- to see Orestes l | 
Oh joy! oh ecstacy'! My soul's inteanc'd! el: 
Oh, charming princess! Oh, transcendant maid1 
My utmost wish Fhus, thus let me express. 

My boundless een be ee TY 
Am I Orestes ?— os | 
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Her. Vou are Orestes, | : 140 
The same unalter'd, - generous, faithful lover: 

The prince whom I esteem ; whom I lament ; 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love ! 

Orest. Ay, there it is !—I have but your esteem, 
While Pyrrhus has your heart 1 | | 

Her. Believe me, prince, 

Were you as Pyrrhus, I should hate you! 
DOrest. Non 
I should be blest! I should be lov'd as he is!— 1 
Yet all this while I-die by your disdain, 
While he neglects your charms, and courts another. 

Her. And who has told you, prince, that I'm neglected? 
Has Pyrrhus said— (Oh, I shall go distracted ) 

Has Pyrrhus told you so? Or is it you, 
Who think thus meanly of me? Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you !— 

Orest. Madam, go on! 

Insult me still: Pm us'd to bear your scorn. 

Her, Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or hates? 
—Go, prince, and arm the Greeks against the rebel; 160 
Let them lay waste his country ! raze his towns ; | 
Destroy his fleets; his palaces himself! 

Go, prince, and tell me then how much I love him. 
Orest. To hasten his destruction, come yourself; 
And work your royal father to his ruin. 
Her. Mean while he weds Andromache! 
Orest. Ah, princess! 
What is't I hear? | 
Her. What infaniy for Greece, 
If he should wed a Phrygian, and a ale; 
Orect. Is this your hatred, madam ? Fis in vain: 


To hide your 8 every thing betrays it: 
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Your looks, your speech, your anger: nay, your silence; 

Your love appears in all; your secret flame 

Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 
Her. Your jealousy perverts my meaning still, 

And wrests each circumstance to your disquiet ; 

My very hate is ᷑onstru'd into fondness. 
Oreot. Impute my fears, if groundless, to my love. 
Her. Then hear me, prince. Obedience to a father 180 

First brought me hither; and the same obedience 

Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 

Or my offended father shall recall me. 

Tell this proud king, that Menelaus scorns 

To match his daughter with a foe of en j 

Bid him resign Astyanax, or me. 

If he persists to guard the hostile boy, 

Hermione embarks with you for Sparta, 

| [Ex. Her. and Cleone. 
Orest. Then is 9 blest! My griefs are fled! 

Fled like a dream l Methinks I tread in air! 

«« Pyrrhus, enamour'd of his captive queen, 

& Will thank me, if I take her rival hence: 

« He looks not on the princess with my eyes ! 

« Surprising happiness . Unlook'd- for joy! 

Never let love despair l the prize is mine! | 

Be smooth, ye seas! and ye, propitious winds, 

Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coasts ! | 

I long to view the sails unfurl'd - But, see! 

Pyrrhus ä in an happy Wen b. 


Enter Praakhus 18 Puokxix. 


Pyr. I was in pain to find you, prince. 8 My warm 
Ungovern'd temper would not let me weigh 201 
The importance of your embassy, and hear K 
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You argue for my good.! was to blame. 

I since have pois'd your reasons; and I thank 

My good allies : their care deserves my thanks. 
You have convinc'd me, that the weal of Greece, 
My father's honour, and my own repose, 
Demand that Hector's race should be destroy'd. 

I shall deliver up Astyanax; | 

And you, yourself shall bear the victim hence. 

Orest. If you approve it, sir, and are content 
To spill the blood of a defenceless child; 5 
The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 

Pyr. Closer to strain the knot of our alliance, 

I have determin'd to espouse Hermione. 

You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 

In you the kings of Greece will all be present; 

And you have right to personate her father, 

As his ambassador, and brother's son, g 

Go, prince, renew your visit; tell Hermione, _ 220 

To-morrow I receive her from your hands. : 
Orest, ¶ Aside.] Oh, change of fortune! Oh, undone 

Orestes! _- | [ Exit Orestes. 

Pyr. Well, Phenix, am I still a slave to love? 

What think'st thou know? Am I myself again? 

Phen. Tis as it should be: this discovers Pyrrhus; 

Shews all the hero. Now you are yourself! 
Ihe son, the rival of the great Achilles 
Greece will applaud you; and the world confess, 
Pyrrhus has conquer'd Troy a second time! 
Pyr. Nay, Phoenix, now I but begin to triumph: 
I never was a conqueror *till now ! 7 | 
Believe me, a whole host, a war of foes, 
May sooner be subdu'd, than love. Oh, Phenix, 
What ruin have I $hunn'd! The Greeks enrag d. 
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Hung o'er me, like a gathering storm, and o 
Had burst in thunder on my head; while I 

. Abandon'd duty, empire, honour, all, 

To please a thankkss woman one Kind look 

- Had quite undone me} _ 

Phan. Oh, my royal master! | 240 
The gods, in favour to you, made her cruel. | 

Pyr. Thou saw'st with how much scorn W 1 . 
When I permitted her to see her son, 

I hop'd it might have work'd her to my wishes. 

I went to see the mournful interview, 

And found her bath'd in tears, and lost in passion. 

Wild with distress, a thousand times she call'd 

On Hector's name: and when I spoke in comfort, 

And promis'd my protection to her son, 

She kiss'd the boy; and call'd again on Hector: 

« Then, strain'd him in her arms; and cry'd, Tis he! 
* ?Tis he himself! his eyes, his every feature! 

« His very frown, and his stern look already 1 

„ *Tis he: *Tis my lov'd lord whom I embrace! 
Does she then think, that I preserve the boy 

To soothe, and keep alive her flame for Hector? 

Phen. No doubt, she does; and thinks you favour'd in it; 
But let her go, for an ungrateful woman! 

Pyr. I know the thoughts of her proud, stubborn heart; 
Vain of her charms, and insolent in beauty, Y 260 
She mocks my rage; and wlien it threatens loudest, | 
Expects *twill soon be humbled into love. 

But we shall change our parts; and she shall find, 
I can be deaf, like her; and steel my heart. | 
She's Hector's widow ;\ I Achilles' son! 
Pyrrhus is horn to hate Andromache. 
Phan. My royal master, talk of her no more; 8 
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I do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
Should now engross your thoughts. Tis time to see her; 
»Tis time you should prepare the nuptial rites z 
And not rely upon a rival's care: | 
It may be dangerous. 
Pyr. But tell me, Phoenix, 
Dost thou not think the proud Andromache 
Will be enrag'd, when I shall wed the Princess? | 
Phan. Why does Andromache still haunt your thoughts! 
What is't to you, be she enrag'd or pleas'd ? 
Let her name perish: think of her no more! 
Pyr. No, Phoenix !—T have been too gentle with her, 
I've check'd my wrath, and stifled my resentment : 280 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate her. : 
Let us return: — I'll brave her to her face: 
Il give my anger its free course against her. 
Thou shalt see, Phoenix, how I'll break her pride 
Phan, Oh, go not, sir 1— There's ruin in her eyes! 
You do not know your strength: you'll fall before her, 
Adore her beauty, and revive her scorn. — 
Pyr. That were indeed a most unmanly weakness ! 
Thou dost not know me, Phenix ! 
_ Phan. Ah, my. prince ! : 
Yon are still struggling in the toils of five. 
Pyr. Canst thou then think I love this woman still! 
One who repays my passion with disdain ! 
A stranger, captive, friendless and forlorn ; 
She and her darling son within my power; 
His life a forfeit to the Greeks: Yet 1 
Preserve her son; would take her to my throne , 
Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs ; 
And all this while she treats me as her foe ! 
Pbæn. You have it in your power to be reyeng'd, 300 
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Pyr. Ves: —and I'll shew my power! I'll give her cause 
To hate me! her Astyanax shall die. 
What tears will then be shed! How will she then, 
In bitterness of heart, reproach my name 
Then, to compleat her woes, will I espouse 
Hermione :—* Twill stab her to the heart! 

Phen. Alas, you threaten like a lover still! 

Pyr. Pheœnix, excuse this struggle of my soul: 
Tis the last etfort of expiring lor. 

Phen. Then hasten, sir, to see the Spartan Princess; 
And turn the bent of your desires on her. 

Pyr. Oh! *tis a heavy task to conquer love, 


And wean the soul from her accustom'd fondness; 


But, come: A long farewell to Hector's Widow. 
*Tis with a secret pleasure 1 look back, 7 0 


And see the many dangers I have pass'd. 


The merchant thus, in dreadful tempests tost, 

Thrown by the waves on some unlook'd- for coast, 

Oft turns, and sees, with a delighted eye. 

Midst rocks and shelves the broken billows fly ! _ 320 
And while the outrageous winds the deep deform, 


Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the storm. 5 [Exeunt, | 
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Talk not of reason! I have been too patient. 

Life is not worth my care. My soul grows desperate. 

P11 bear her off, or perish in the attempt. i 

T'l1 force her from his arms: By Heav'n I will ! 

Pyl. Well, *tis agreed, my friend: We'll force her hence, 

But still consider, we are in Epirus. 

The court, the guards, Hermione herself, 

The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 


| Good gods! what tempted you to seek her here ? 


Orest. Lost to myself, I knew not what I did! 
My purposes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the woman. 
Pyl. This violence of temper may prove fatal. | 
Orest. It must be more than man to bear these shocks, 
These outrages of fate, with temper ! : 
He tells me that he weds Hermione ; _ * 
And will to-morro r from my hand wee | 
My hand shall svoner tear the tyrant's heart. 
Pyl. Your passion blinds you, sir; he's not to blame. 
Could you but look into the soul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you'd find it tortur'd, like your own. 
Orest. No, Pylades! ! Tis all design His pride, 
To triumph over me, has chang'd his love. 
The fair Hermione, before I came, 
In all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. 
Ah, cruel gods! I thought her all my own ! 
She was consenting to return to Sparta: 
Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love, 
Was on the wing to take its leave of Pyrrhus. 
She heard my sighs; she pitied my complaints; 
She prais'd my constancy; The least indifference 4 
From this * king, 1 1 ee P 1 HA. 
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1 So your fond heart believes 
© Oresxt, Did I not see 
* Her hate, her rage, her indignation rise 


« Against the ungrateful man? 7 
* Pyl. Believe me, prince, 


AZ III. 


e Twas then she lov'd him most! had Pyrrhus left her, 


She would have form'd some new pretext to stay.“ 


Take my advice: — Think not to force her hence; 
But fly yourself from her destructive charms. 

Her soul is link'd to Pyrrhus : Were she yours, 
« She would reproach you still, and still regret 


4 Her disappointed naptials. 
Orest. Talk no more! | 


I cannot bear the thought ! eus lun be bes 1 


Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 


T'd stand the bolt, and challenge all his fury, 


Ere I resign'd Hermione. By force 


I'll snatch her hence, and bear her to my ships; 


Have we forgot her mother Helen's rape ? 
Pyl. Will then Orestes turn a ravicher ? 

And blot his embassy? | / 4 
Orest. Oh, Pylades! 


My grief weighs heavy on me — And a: 


* 


O leave me to myself Let not thy friendship 
„ Involve thee in my woes. Too long already, 


«« Too long hast thou been punish'd for my 
It is enough, my friend ct is enough 


1 


« Let not thy generous love betray thee farther 2?” 
The gods have set me as their mark, to empty 


Their quivers on me. Leare me to myself. 
Mine be the danger; mine —— 
All I request of thee is, to return, a 
And in my place convey Astyanax, 


60 
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As Pyrrhus has consented, into Greece. 


Go, Pylades 


Pyl. Lead on, my friend, lead on 
Let us bear off Hermione ! No toll, 
No danger can deter a friend :—Lead on 
Draw up the Greeks; summon your num'rous train: 
The ships are ready and the wind sits fair: 
There eastward lies the sea; the rolling waves 
Break on those palace-stairs. I know each es 
Each avenue and. outlet of the court. | 
This very night we'll carry her on board. 80 
Orest. Thou are too good !—I trespass on thy friendship, 
But, Oh! excuse a wretch, whom no man pities, _ 
Except thyself : one just about to lose | 
The treasure of his soul: . whom all mankind 
« Conspire to hate, and one who hates himself.“ 
When will my friendship be of use to thee? 
Pyl. The question is unkind. But now remember 
To keep your counsels close, and hide your thoughts; 
Let not Hermione suspect No more 
I see her coming, Sir 
Orest. Away, my friend; ; 
I am advis'd ; my all depends upon it. [Exit * | 


0 


Enter HzaMionR and Canons, 


Orest. "LY your orders are obey'd; I have seen 
 Pyrrhus, my rival; and have gain'd enen 
| The king resolves to wed you. 
Her. So I am to 1 
And further, Pm i ch that you, Orestes, 
Are to dispose me for the intended marriage. 
Orest. And are you, madam, willing to comply? 
« Her. Could I imagine Pyrrhus loy'd me still? 100 
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« After $0 long delays, who would have thought 
« His hidden flames would shew themselves at last, 

« And kindle in his breast, when mine expir d? 

« I can suppose, with you, he fears the Greeks ; 
c That it is interest, and not love, directs him; 
« And that my eyes had greater power o'er you. 

« Orest. No, princess, no! It is too plain he loves you. 

« Your eyes do what they will, and cannot fail : 
« To gain a conquest, where you wish they should.“ 
Her, What can I do? alas! my faith is promis'd. 

Can I refuse what is not mine to give? | 
A princess is not at her choice to love; 

All we have left us is a blind obedjence: 
And yet, you see, how far I had comply d, 
And made my duty yield to your intreaties. 

Orest. Ah, cruel maid! you knew—but I have done. 
All have a right to please themselves in love: | 
I blame not you. *Tis true, I hop'd; hut you | 
Are mistress of your heart, and I'm content. 

Tis fortune is my enemy, not you. e ee eee ee 
But, madam, I shall spare you further pain . 
On this uneasy theme, and take my leave. [Exit Orestes. 

Her. Cleone, could'st thou think he'd be so camm 

Clio. Madam, his silent grief sits heavy on him. 

He's to be pitied. His too eager love 
Has made him busy to his on destruction. | 
His threats have wrought this change of mind on Pyrrbus, * 

Her. Dost thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear 

Whom should the intrepid Pyrrhus fear? the Greeks ? 
Did he not lead their harrass'd troops to conquest 
When they despair'd, when they retir'd from Troy, 
And sought for shelter in their burning fleets ? 

Did he not then supply his father's place? _ - 
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No, my Cleone, he is above constraint ; 
He acts unforc'd ; and where he weds he loves. 
Cleo. Oh, that Orestes had remain'd in Greece 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 1 25 
Her. Wilt thou discourse of nothing but Orestes ? 
Pyrrhus is mine again !—ls mine ns ever! 
Oh, my Cleone ! I am wild with joy : | 
Pyrrhus, the bold! the brave! the godlike W 
—Oh, I could tell thee numberless exploits, | 
And tire thee with his battles-—Oh, Cleone— _ 


41 


140 


Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy I see Andromache: 


She weeps, and comes to speak her sorrows to you. 
- Her. I would indulge the gladness of my heart ! | 
Let us retire ; her get is out of season. 


Enter a and Cain 

Andr. Ah, madam, whither, whither do you fly ? 
Where can your eyes behold a sight more pleasing: - 
Than Hector's widow suppliant and in tears? 

I come not an alarm'd, a jealous foe, 

To envy you the heart your charms have won: 

The only man I sought to please, is gone; 

Kill'd in my sight, by an inhuman hand. 

« Hector first taught me love; which my fond heart 
« Shall ever cherish, till we meet in death.” 
But, Oh, I have a son — And you, one day, 
Will be no stranger to a mother's fondness: 
But Heav'n forbid that you should ever know 
A mother's sorrow for an only son. 
Her joy, her bliss, her last surviving comet 
When ev'ry hour she trembles for his life ! 
Your power o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears. 
Alas, what danger is there in a child,. 
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Sav'd from the wreck of a whole ruin'd empire? 
Let me go hide him in some desert isle : 

You may rely upon my tender care 

To keep him far from perils of ambition: 


All he can learn of me, will be to weep. 


Her. Madam, tis easy to conceive your grief: 


Zut it would ill become me, to solicit 


In contradiction to my father's will: ; 
»Tis he who urges to destroy your son. 
Madam, if Pyrrhus must be wrought to pity, 
No woman does it better than yourself; 


If you gain * 1 shall comply of course. . 
[ Exit Hermione and Cleone | 


Andr. Didst thou not mind with what disdain she spoke 9. 
Youth and prosperity have made her vain; 


She has not seen the fickle turns of life. 


Ceph. Madam, were I as you, I'd take her counsel! 180 
I'd speak my own distress: one look from you N 
Will vanquish Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks 
_ where he og. hold on this occasion. 


Re Pr2rnys and ee 
Pyr. Where is the princess bid you not inform me 
Hermione was here? 5 [To Phenix. 
Pbæn. I thought $0, siiir. 
Andr. Thou reex what mighty/ power mp ages have. 
„ [To 1 | 
Pyr. What says 8he, Phenix? | | 
Andr. I have no hope left | 
Phen. Let us begone . OPS you. | 
Ceph. For Heav'n's sake, madam, break this sullen lence. 


Andr. My child's 2 e ee 
9 But not ren. 1 4 77 
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In my on hands it had been more secure. 
Orestes hates not Pyrrhus as I hate him : 
ce T should have thrust the dagger home; have seen 
% The tyrant curse me with his parting breath, 
« And roll about his dying eyes, in vain 
« To find Andromache, whom I would hide.“ 
Oh, would Orestes, when he gives the blow, 
Tell him he dies my victim! — Haste, Cleone ; 160 
Charge him to say, Hermione's resentments, 
Not those of Greece, have sentenc'd him to death, 
Haste, my Cleone! My revenge is lost, | 
If e knows not that he dies by me ! 
Cleo. I shall obey your orders——But see | 

The king approach! Who could expect him here. 

Her. O fly! Cleone, fly! and bid Orestes . 
Not proceed a step before I see him. [Exit Cleone. 


Enter Prezavs. 


Enyr. Madam, I ought to shun an injur'd princess: 
Your distant looks reproach me: and I come 

Not to defend, but to avow my guilt. 

Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his own injustice ; 

Nor form excuses, while his heart condemns him. 
« I might perhaps alledge, our warlike sires, 


+54 Unknown to us, engag'd us to each other, 


«. And join'd our hearts by contract, not by love: 
But I detest such cobweb arts, Town 
« My father's treaty, and allow its force. 
«« ] sent ambassadors to call you hither; - | 
% Receiv'd.you as my queen; and hop'd my oaths 180 
So oft renew'd might ripen into love. dog 
The gods can witness, madam, how I faught - 
% Against Andromache's too fatal charms! 
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“ And still I wish I had the power to leave 
This Trojan beauty, and be just to you.“ 
Discharge your anger on this perjur'd man! 
For I abhor my crime! and should be pleas'd 
To hear you speak your wrongs aloud : no terms, 
No bitterness of wrath, nor keen reproach, 
Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 
Her. I find, sir, you can be sincere: you scorn 
To act your crimes with fear, like other men. 
A hero should be bold; above all laws; 
Be bravely false; and laugh at solemn ties. 
To be perfidious shews a daring mind! 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a maid ! 
To court me; to reje& me; to return; 
Then to forsake me for a Phrygian slave: 
To lay proud Troy in ashes; then to raise 
The son of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are actions worthy the great soul of Pyrrhus. 
Pyr. Madam, go on: give your resentments birth; N 
And pour forth all your indignation on me. 
Her. Twould please r en Should I Fanny your 
falsehood; 5 ä 

Call you perfidious, traitor, all hiv: names 
That injur'd virgins lavish on your sex; 
I should o'erflow with tears, and die with grief, - 
And furnish out a tale to soothe her pride. 
But, sir, I would not over-charge her joys : . 
If you would charm Andromache, recount 
Your bloody battles, your exploits, your slaughters, - 
Your great achievements, in her father's palace. 
She needs must love the man, who fought so-bravely, 
17 * in hei sight slew half her royal kindred. -- 

yr. With horror I look back on my past deeds! - 
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1 punish'd Helen's wrongs too far; I shed 
| Too much of blood: but madam, Helen's daughter 
Should not object those ills the mother caus'd. 
However I am pleas'd to find you hate me: 
I was too forward to accuse myself: 220 
The man who ne'er was lov'd, can ne'er be false. | 
Obedience to a father brought you hither ; 
And I stood bound by promise to receive you: 
But our desires were different ways inclin'd; 
And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. 
Her. Have I not lov'd you, then! perfidious man 
For you I slighted all the Grecian princes ; X 
Forsook my father's house; conceal'd my wrongs, 
When most provok'd : would not return to Sparta, | 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart, 
I lov'd you when inconstant : and even now, 
Inhuman king, that you pronounce my death, 
My heart stili doubts if I should love or hate you: 
But, oh, since you resolve to wed another, | 
Defer your cruel purpose till to-morrow ! 
That I may not be here to grace your triumph! 
This is the last request I e'er shall make you 
See if the barbarous prince vouchsafe an answer! 
Go, then, to the loy'd Phrygian! Hence! begone! 
And bear to her those vows that once were mine: 240 
Go, in defiance to the avenging gods! 


Begone |! the priest expects you at the altar 
But, tyrant, have a care I come not oy [Exit Herm. 


* 


Enter Gans 


Phe. Sir, did you mind her threats? Your ee 
I here is no trifling with a woman's rage. g 
The Greeks that warm adde the court all hate you; 6% 
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Will treat you as their country's enemy, 
And join in her revenge: besides, Orestes 
Still loves her to distraction: sir, I beg 
Pyr. How, Phoenix, should I fear a woman's threats ? 
A nobler passion takes up all my thought : 
I must prepare to meet Andromache. | 
Do thou place all my guards about her son: 
If he be safe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. ¶ Exit Pyrrhus. 


PHOENIX alone. 


Oh, Pyrrhus! oh, what pity tis the gods, 

Who fill'd thy soul with every Kingly virtue, 
Form'd thee, for empire and consummate greatness, 
Should leave thee so expos'd to wild desires, 
That hurry thee r the bounds of reason! 

[4 flourich of pms. 
Such was Achilles; generous, fierce, and brave; 260 
«« Open and undesigning : but impatient, | 
4 Undisciplin'd, and not to be control'd : 

c« I fear this whirl of passion, this career, 
« That overbears reflection and cool thought; * 

1 I tremble for the event. But see, the queen, 

=_ Magnificent in royal pride, appears. 

= | I must * and 1 her son from een [Exi Phenix, 
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\ Buter AnDROMACHS and Gree ISA. 
Cepb. Madam, once more you look and move a queen! 
Your sorrows are dispers'd, your charms revive, . 
And every faded beauty blooms anew. | 
Andr. Yet all is not as I could wish, Cephisa. 
Ceph. You see the king is watchful o'er your son; 
Decks him with princely robes, with guards Surrounds him, 
Astyanax begins t to reign already. 
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Andr. Pyrrhus is nobly minded; and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Astyanax : 
*Tis a vain thought However, since my child 
Has such a friend, I ought not to repine. 
Ceph. These dark unfoldings of your soul perplex me. 
What meant those flood of tears, those warm embraces, 
« As if you bid your son adieu for ever?“ 281 
For Heav'n's sake, madam, let me know your griefs ? 
If you mistrust my faith—— + 
Andr. That were. to wrong thee. 
Oh, my Cephisa ! this gay, borrow'd air, 
This blaze of jewels, and this bridal dress, 
Are but mock trappings to conceal my woe : 
My heart still mourns : I still am Hector's widow. | 
Cepb. Will you then break the promise giv'n to Pyrrhus; 
Blow up his rage afresh, and blast your hopes? 
Andr. I thought, Cephisa, thou hadst known thy mistress. 
Could'st thou believe I would be false to Hector? 
Fall off from such a husband! break his rest, 
And call him to this hated light again, 
To see Andromache in Pyrrhus' arms? 
« Would Hector, were he living and I dead, 
% Forget Andromache, and wed her foe !?“ | 
Cepb. I cannot guess what drift your thoughts pursue; 
But, oh, I fear there's something dreadful in it! 
Must then Astyanax be doom'd to die; "nt 300 
And you to linger out a life in bondage? | 
* Andr. Nor this, nor that, Cephisa, will I bear; 
“ My word is past to Pyrrhus, his to me; 
« And I rely upon his promis'd faith. 
„ Unequal as he is, I know him well: 
« Pyrrhus is violent, but he's sincere, | 
% And will perform deyond what * has sworn. 
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« The Greeks will but incense him more; their rage 
« Will make him cherish Hector's son. 
« Cepb. Ah, madam, 


« Explain these riddles to my boding heart! 


* Audr. Thou may'st remember, for thou oft hast heard me 
«« Relate the dreadful vision which I saw, 
« When first I landed captive in Epirus. 
% That very night, as in a dream ] lay, 
« A ghastly figure, full of gaping wounds, 
c His eyes aglare, his hair all stiff with blood, 


« Full in my sight thrice shook his head, and groan'd; - 


« TI soon discern'd my slaughter'd Hector's shade; 
« But, oh, how chang*d ! Ye gods, how much unlike | 
% The living He&or !—Loud he bid me fly! 201 


Fly from Achilles' son! then sternly frown'd, 


« And disappear*d. Struck with the dreadful __ 


C I started, and awak'd. | 


« Ceph. But did he bid you 
« Destroy Astyanax ? 
Andr. Cephisa, Ill preserve him; 
With my own life, Cephisa, I'II preserve him. 
Ceph. What may these words, $0 full of horror, mean? 
Andr. Know then the secret purpose of my Soul : :; 
Andromache will not be false to Pyrrhas, , 
Nor violate her sacred love to Hector. N 
This hour I'll meet the king; the holy priest 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows: 
This will secure a father to my child: 
That done, I have no further use for life: 
This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand, 


Shall save my virtue, and conclude my woes. 


« Cepb. Ah, madam, recollect your scatter'd reason; 


« This fell derpair ill Suits Jour ohne: fortunes. 3240 
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« Andr. No other stratagem can serve my purpose: 
« This is the sole expedient to be just 
« To Hector, to Astyanax, to Pyrrhus. 
c« J shall soon visit Hector, and the shades 
«« Of my great ancestors:*—Cephisa, thou 
Wilt lend a hand to close thy mistress? eyes. 
Ceph. Oh, never think that J will stay behind you! 
Andr. No, my Cephisa; I must have thee live. 
« Remember, thou didst promise to obey, 
«« And to be secret: wilt thou now betray me ? 
« After thy long, thy faithful service, wilt thou 
« Refuse my last commands, my dying wish? 
« Once more I do conjure thee live for me. 
« Ceph. Life is not worth my care when you are gone. 
Andr. I must commit into thy faithful hands 
All that is dear and precious to my soul: 
Live, and supply my absence to my child; 
All that remains of Troy; a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a distant line of kings, 
In him, is all intrusted to thy care. | 360 
« Ceph. But, madam, what will be the rage of Pyrrhus, 
«« Defrauded of his promis'd happiness? 
« Andr. That will require thy utmost skill: Observe 
The first impetuous onsets of his grief; 
« Use ev'ry artifice to keep him stedfast. 
«« Sometimes with tears thou may'st discourse of me; 
«« Speak of our marriage; let him think I lov'd him; 
« Tell him my soul repos'd itself on him, 
«« When I resign'd my son to his protection.“ 
Ceph. Oh, for a spirit to support my grief 
Is there ought more before you go for ever? 
Andr. Oh, my Cephisa, my swoln heart is full b 
I have a thousand farewells to my son: . 
But tears break in - Grief i interrupts my 8 
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My soul o e in fondness —— Let him know 
I dy'd to save him: —“ And would die again.” 
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Season his mind with early hints of glory; 
Make him acquainted with his ancestors; 
Trace out their shining story in his thoughts; 


| Dwell on th' exploits of his immortal father, 380 


And sometimes let him hear his mother's name. 
«« Let him reflect upon his royal birth 

« With modest pride; Pyrrhus will prove a friend: 
« But let him know he has a conqueror's right.“ 
He must be taught to stifle his resentments, 

And sacrifice his vengeance to his safety. 

Should he prove headstrong, rash, or unadvis'd, 


He then will frustrate all his mother's virtue, 


Provoke his fate, and I shall die in vain. | 

Ceph. Alas! I fear I never shall outlive you. 

Andr. No more: —thy tears, Cephisa, will betray me; 
Assume a cheerful look: but still remember | 

 [ Flourith * 

Hark how the ne with its sprightly notes, 
Proclaims the appointed hour, and calls us hence, 
Hector, I come, once more a queen, to join thee ! 
Thus the gay victim, with fresh garlands crown'd, 
Pleas'd with the sacred fife's enliv*ning sound, 
Through gazing crouds in solemn state proceeds, 
And drest in fatal pomp magnificently bleeds.  [ Exeunt, 
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Wear have 1 dunet Where am I ? Where i is Wen 
Ye gods! what mean these horrors ? I'm undone ! 
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My soul is on the rack -I cannot bear it 
Why do 1 wander like some guilty ghost ? 

What brought me to this place ? What keeps me here ? 
The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me! _ 
Do I still doubt if I should love or hate him? 
Hard-hearted man ! how unconcern'd he left me ! 
Did he once sigh ? Bestow one pitying lodk ? 
Once shed a tear? or speak one soft, kind word? 
Did he so much as feign one moment's sorrow, 
To calm my griefs, and mitigate his falsehood ? 
Why am I $till thus anxious for his life? 

Why do I start at his impending fate? 

Shall he then live? Shall the base traitor live 

To laugh at my distress ? No, let him perish ! 

Be quick, Orestes !—— Execute my orders! 
Alas! my orders! Oh, preposterous guilt! 

Can I decree the death of him I love? 

Was it for this my soul delighted in him? 

Was it for this I left my father's court? 


- | Have I then cross'd so many realnis _ seas 


To murder Pyrrhus ? 


Enter £4 E. 


Her. Oh, PEE help m! 
What have I done? Is Pyrrhus yet alive? 


What say'st thou ?—Answer me: Where is the king? wo 


| Cleo. Madam ! I saw the cruel prince set forward, 
ben in his looks, and full of joy. 

Still as he walk'd his ravish'd eyes were fikt 

On the fair captive; while through shouting crowds 

She pass'd along with a dejected air, 10 

And seem'd to mourn her Hector to the last. 
Her. Insulting tyrant l I 2 with rage ! 
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But say, Cleone, didst thou mark him well? 


Was his brow smooth ? Say, did there not appear 


Some shade of grief; some little cloud of sorrow? 
Did he not stop? Did he not once look back ? 
Didst thou approach him ? Was he not confounded ? 
Did he not Oh, be quick and tell me all ! 

Cleo. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought but love. Unguarded he march'd'on, 
*Midst a promiscuous throng of friends and foes. 
His cares all turn upon Astyanax, 
Whom he has lodg'd within the citadel, 
Defended by the strength of all his guards. 


4a V. 


40 


Her. Enough! he dies !—the traitor !--Where's Orestes ? 


Cleo. He's in the temple with his whole retinue. 
Her. Is he still resolute? Is he still nee 
Cleo. Madam, I fear—— 55 | 
Her. How! Is Orestes false? 
Does he betray me too? // 
Cleo. A thousand doubts  _ 7 
Perplex his soul, and wound him with remorse: 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 


He told me Pyrrhus should not fall ignobly : 


Pyrrhus, the warlike son of great Achilles. 
He dreads the censure of the Grecian states; 
Of all mankind; and fears to stain his honour. 


Her. Poor tim'rous wretch! *tis false he basely fears | 
| 60 


To cope with dangers, and encounter death; 


Tis that he fears — Am I bright Helen's daughter? 


To vindicate her wrongs all Greece conspir'd ; 


For her confederate nations fought, and kings were slain; 


Troy was o erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 
My eyes want force to raise a lover's ar m 
——ů—ů— 
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Cleo. Madam, like Helen, trust your cause to Greece. | 
Her. No; I'll avenge myself; Ill to the e ; 

T'll overturn the altar, stab the priest; 

Pll hurl destruction like a whirlwind round me. 


63 


They must not wed ! they must not live! they Shall not ! 


Let me be gone ! I have no time to lose ! | 
Stand off! hold me not! I am all dĩstraction 
Oh, Pyrrhus! Wap Traitor! Thou shalt bleed. 


Euter 8 


Orest. Madam, tis done; your orders are obeys: 
T he tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 
Her. Is Pyrrhus slain ? | 
Orest. Even now he gasps in death: 
Our Greeks all undistinguish'd in the crowd, 
Flock'd to the temple, and dispers'd themselves 
On every side the altar. I was there 
Pyrrhus observ'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 
From his own brows he took the diadem 
And bound it on the temples of his captive: 
| Receive, said he, my crown; receive my faith; 
Mine and my people's sovereign reign for ever. 
From this blest hour, a father to your son; 
Pl scourge his foes ; henceforward be he styl'd 
The Trojan king; I swear it at the altar, 
« And call the gods to ratify my vows.” 
His subjects with loud acclamations shook 
The spacious dome. Our Greeks, enrag'd, cried out, 
Revenge! revenge broke thro” the thronging press, 
And rush*d tumultuous on the unguarded king, 
„ Their eager fury left no work for me“ 
Pyrrhus awhile oppos'd their clashing swords, 


>; | Ga * 1 


A 


64 THE DISTREST MOTHER. | . 


And dealt his fatal blows on ev' ry side 
With manly fierceness; till opprest by numbers, c 
Stream ing with blood, all over gash'd with wounds, 100 
He reel'd, he groan'd, and at the altar fell. | 
Haste, madam; let us fly! Haste to our ships 
They lie unmoor' d: our friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done 

Orest. Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more complete, 
Had Pyrrhus fall'n by me, and had he known 
Hermione chastis'd him by my arm. 

Her. Peace, monster, peace ! Go tell thy horrid tale 
To savages, and howl it in the deserts. 
Would'st thou impute to me thy barb'rous guilt ? 
Me would'st thou make th* accomplice of thy crimes ? 
Hence to thy Greeks, and boast thy foul exploits ! 
My soul abhors them! I disclaim the deed ! 
Begone ! I know'thee not! Thou fell barbarian ! 
What had he done? what could provoke thy madness 
To assassinate so 5 80 dn a Shan? 
Who set thee on? 8 

Orest. Oh, grant me ape, 3 n! 
With your own lips did you not curse the tyrant, - 120 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to destroy him? 

Her. What if, transported by my boundless an. 
I could not bear to see him wed another, 
Were you to obey a jealous woman's phrenzy? 
You should have div'd into my inmost thoughts: 
My heart, tho? full of rage, was free from malice; _ 
And all my anger was excess of loye. 
Why did you take me at my word? You saw 
The struggles of my soul; you heard me rav; 
You Should have e me a thousand times, 
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Vet still have doubted, and still question'd on, 
Before you ventur'd on a life so precious. 
Orest. Hear me but speak: Heav'n knows, against my 
will | | 
Her. Why did you not return ? Why not consult me 
A second time? and undetermin'd still, 
Again return, and still find new delays? | | 
What had your rash officious Greeks, dire blood-hounds! 


To do with my revenge ? What drew you hither ? 

To bring on me the, yengeful woes that haunt you? 

Are these the fruits of your detested love? 140 
Your fatal embassy, your hateful presence, | 
Drove Pyrrhus to my rival; and destroys 

Both him and me. He might have lov'd me still, 

Had you ne'er interpos'd——Avaunt! begone ! 

And leave me in Epirus. I renounce 

My friends, my country, Greece, and all mankind : 

But chiefly I renounce thee ! monster, thee! . 

Orest. Am I awake? where am I? Soft, my soul; | 

Be not too rasch. Was that Hermione? | 

Why should her anger thunder against me? 

Was not this blood shed all by her command? 

Jam, indeed, a most outrageous monster 

A ruffian, murderer, a base assassin ! 

And all to please a false, ungrateful woman, 

Henceforward let the laws of nations cease ; 

And let the pale, that severs right and wrong, 

Things sacred and profane, be broken down; 

Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, 

Are not in safety, while Orestes lives. 
Oh, never more shall my torn mind be heal'd, 160 
Nor taste the gentle comforts of repose! 

A dreadful band of gloomy cares surround me, 
And lay strong siege to my distracted soul. 
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THE. 
Enter PrI. ADES, atiended by Greeks. 


Pyl Haste, prince; let us be gone: tis death to stay. 

Andromache reigns queen: she gives the alarm, 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 
The people arm and muster in the streets. 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to secure our FN 
We must be speedy, sir. 

Orest. Vou may depart, 

My friends Hermione and I n — 
Her cruelty has quite undone me. Go 

« And leave me to myself I'll find her out.“ 
yl. Alas, unhappy princess! she's no more; 
„ Forget her, sir, and save yourself with us.“ 

Orest. Hermione no more !—Qh, all ye powers! 

Pyl. Full of disorder, wildness in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and dishevell'd hair, 
Breathless and pale, with shrieks she sought the temple; 
In the mid-way she met the corpse of Pyrrhus ; 181 
She startled at the sight; then, stiff with horror, 
Gaz'd frightful : waken'd from the dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to heaven with such a look 
As spoke her sorrows, and reproach'd the gods: 
Then plung'd a poignard deep within her breast, 
And fell on Pyrrhus, grasping him in death. 

Orest. I thank you, gods I never could expect 
To be so wretched !—You have been industrious 
To finish your decrees; to make Orestes 
A dreadful instance of — power to punish. 

Pm singled out to bear the wrath of heav'n. 

Pyl. You hazard your retreat by these delays. 
The guards will soon beset us. Your complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal. - 5 
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Orest. True, my friend: 
And therefore twas I thank'd the bounteous gods. 
My fate's accomplish'd—I shall die content. 
On, bear me hence blow winds !— 
Pyl. Let us be gone. 200 
Orest. The murder'd lovers wait me Hark, they call ! 
Nay, if your blood still reeks, I'll mingle mine: 
One tomb will hold us all. 
_ Pyl. Alas! I fear 


His ravings will return with his misfortunes. 
Orest. I am dizzy !—Clouds !—Quite lost in utter dark- 


ness. 
Guide me, some friendly pilot, through tlie storm. 
Ishiver! Oh, I freeze! 80; Light returns; 
Tis the grey dawn !—— See, Pylades —Behold. 
1 am encompass'd with a sea of blood !—— 
The crimson billows !—— Oh! my brain's on fire 
Pyl. How is it, sir ? Repose yourself on me. 
Orest. Pyrrhus, stand off What en thou? How 
| he glares ! 
' What envious hand has clos'd thy wounds ?—Have at thee. 
It is Hermione that strikes Confusion 
She catches Pyrrhus in her arms. Oh, save me 
How terrible she looks ! she knits her brow! 
She frowns me dead! She frights me into madness! 
Where an I ?—Who are you? E 
Pyl. Alas, poor prince ! 220 
«« Help to support him.—How he pants for breath !” 
Orest. This is most kind, my Pylades—Oh, why, 
Why was I born to give thee endless trouble? 
_ Pyl. All will go well; he settles into reason. 
Orest. Who talks of reason ? Better to have none 
Than not enough.—Run, some one, tell my Greeks, 
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I will not have them touch the king. -Now—now 

I blaze again !—See there! Look where they come; 
A $hoal of furies—How they swarm about me !— 

My terror !—Hide me Oh, their snaky locks ! 
Hark, how they hiss !—See, see their flaming brands! 
Now they let drive full at me How they grin, 


And shake their iron whips ! My ears! what prong! 


And see Hermione ! She sets them on—— - 
Thrust not your scorpions thus into my bosom ! 


Ohl I am stung to death !—Dispatch me soon! 


There—Take my heart, Hermione !—Tear it out! 
Disjoint me! kill me! Oh, my tortur'd soul 
Pyl. Kind Heav'n restore him to his wonted calm! 


Oft have I seen him rave: but never thus: 240 | 


Quite spent !—Assist me, friends, to bear him off. 
Our time is short: should his strong rage return, 


*Twould be beyond our power to force him hence, | 
Away, my friends! I hear the portal open. [ Exeunt. 


Enter PHOENIX, attended by Crd; 
Phen. All, all are fled . Orestes is not here— 


- Triumphant villains !—The base, giddy rabble, 


Whose hands should all have been employ'd with fire, 
To waste the fleet, flock'd round the dying princess; 
And, while they stand agaze, the Greeks embark. 
Oh, tis too plain I— this sacrilegious murder 
Was authoriz d Th' ambaszadar's escape 
Declares his guilt. Most bloody embassy ! 
Most unexampled deed! Where, where, ye gods, 
Is majesty secure, if in your temples 
You give it no eee see, Ar queen. | 
[4 Flourich of 'T; rumpers. 
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| | Enter ANDROMACHE and CEPHISA. 
Andr. Ves, ye inhuman Greeks! the time will come 
When you shall dearly pay your bloody deeds ! 
How s$hould the Trojans hope for mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus ! 


Pyrrhus, the bravest man in all your league 260 
The man whose single valour made you triumph. 

LA dead March behind, 
Is my child there: | 


Ceph. It is the corpse of Pyrrhus. | 
The weeping soldiers bear him on their Shields. 
Andr. IlI-fated prince! too negligent of life: 
And too unwary of the faithless Greeks ! 
Cut off in the fresh rip'ning prime of manhood, 
Even in the pride of life: thy triumphs new, 
And all thy glories in full blossom round thee ! 
The very Trojans would bewail thy fate. 
Cepb. Alas, then, will your sorrows never end! 
Andr. Oh, never, never While I live, my tears 
Will never cease; for I was born to grieve, | 
Give present orders for the fun'ral pomp : [To Phenix. 
Let him be rob'd in all his regal state; 
Place round him ev'ry shining mark of honour : 
And let the pile, that consecrates his ashes, 
Rise like his on, and blaze above the clouds. 
[4 Fharish of T1 rumpets. 
Ceph. That sound proclaims thꝰ arrival of the prince, 
The guards conduct him from the citadel. 280 
Andr. With open arms I'll meet him oh, Cephisa ! g 
A springing joy, mixt with a soft concern, 
A pleasure which no language can express, 
An extacy that mothers only feel, | 
| 3 
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Plays round my heart, and brightens up my sorrow, 

Like gleams of sunshine in a low'ring sky. 
Though plung'd in ills, and exercis'd in care, 
Yet never let the noble mind despair : 
When press'd by dangers and beset with foes, 
The gods their timely succour interpose; 290 
And when our virtue sinks, o'erwhelm'd with grief, 
By unforeseen expedients brings relief. [ Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 


” OTE: ORR. „» „ͤ» m_— W — — — — —— —p I — 


WRITTEN BY MR. BUDGELL, 
Of the Inner Temple. 
—— —— — 


Spoken by Andromache. 
I HOPE youll own, that with becoming art, 
Pre play d my game, and topp'd the widows part. 
My spouse, poor man, could not live out the play, 
But dy'd commodiously on his wedding-day 3 
While I, his relict, made at one bold fling, 
Myself a princess, and young Sty a king. 


You, ladies, who protract a lovers pain, 
And hear your servants sigh whole years in vain; 
Which of you all would not on marriage venture, 
Might abe 40 don upon her jointure enter? 


*Twoas @ strange scape ! Had Pyrrhus liv'd till now, 


J had been nu ly hamper'd in my vow. 

To die by one's own hand, and fly the charms 
love and life in a young monarch's arms / 
*Twvere an hard fut ere 1 had undergone it, 
I might have took one night =——to think upon it. 


But why, you'll say, was all this grief exprest 
For a first husband, laid long since at rest? 

Why zo much coldness to my kind protector? 

= Ab, ladies had you known the good man Hector! 
Homer will tell you, (or Pm micinfurm d, a 
That, when enrag d, the Grocisn camp he storm d; 
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To break the ten-fold barriers of the gate, 


As threw a mone of euch prodigious weight 
; 4s no two men could hift, not even of those, 


Who in that age of thund ring mortals rose? 
It would have N a dozen modern beau 


4. length, Bou er, 7 Why OP ande, 


And sunk the widow in the cell. drei d bride, 


In you it still remains to grace the play, 

And bless with joy my. coronation day; 
Take, then, ye tircles of the Brave and fair, . 
The — =o Widow Yd ow s 218 . 
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10 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


PHILLIP, 


EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, Oe. 
Knight of the most Noble Order of the Garter. 


MY LonD, © 


THA4T you may beinduced to read this dedication through, 
I hall begin by assuring you, that I do not intend to pay 


you one compliment. To praise you is unnecessary on all 
hands; to your Lordship, it is offensive ; and ſor the public, 


they do not want lo be informed of your character: it lives, 


at present, in the mouths of all men, and posterity will find 
it in the history of Europe. 


My design, my Lord, is to express my own gratitude, not 
to delineate your merit, 'Twas your Lordship first took no- 
tice of me, in my original obscurity, whence you brought me 
into life, and have since continued to encourage me by your 


| countenance and ſavour; and I cannot help confessing, that 


I have a kind of honest pride in having it known, that your 
Lordship thought me N to be taken under your protec- 
tion, 

These, my Lord, are the general obligations that I owe 
you, of which I have wished: ro ratse come monument, that 
may remain as long as my name call be remembered; but I 
have more particular reasons for presenting you with this 
Tragedy, as it was your Lordship first pointed out to me the 

subject, and when it was finished gave me the first assurance 
ita success, by your approbation. I could not, therefore, 
avoid taking advantage of this opportunity, to acknow- 
ledge, publicly, all these Javours and to assure you, that 
T am 

Your Lordship's most obliged, 
Most obedient, and 
"= "ery humble Servant, 


HENRY JONES. 
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HENRY YONES. 


Gextvs is perhaps of no country—it is also attached 
to no condition—Jones was a Bricklayer, and some ge- 
nius, it may be presumable, there was where we know 
there was no culture. He was born in Ireland, where 
genius is by no means rare. | 

When the great Lord CRESTERTIEID went over 
there, as Lord Lieutenant of that kingdom, the talents 
of Jon Es were recommended to his Lordship's protec- 
tion, and the consequence was his drawing our author 
over to this country with him, and by his patronage en- 
deavouring to promote his interest and advance his re- 
putation. 


Jonss, with the kind assistance of his patron, had 
completed his tragedy of the Ear of Essex ; and upon 
its performance, he rose considerably in public estima- 
tion—the play ran twelve nights. And now little seem 
ed wanting to complete his future success in life —his 

muse and himself thus powerfully TO | 


But there appears to be no axiom more settled in the 


code of human conduct, than that success inflates a 


mean mind, and lifts it up to arrogance; that he whose 


merit achieves exalted countenance and protection, 


soon imagines the benefits reciprocal, and that ability 
is an universal magnet, which if the hand of one man 
should be shut, will infalliby open the generosity of ano- 
ther. Perhaps where there is pecuniary prudence this 
may be so; but when there is not, we know that beg- 


HENRY JONESs 3 


— ir nt ISIS tens en ee I ern 


— 


gary PE 3 are the sure attendants of the 
unhappy self. deceiver. 


Jox xs, who had in early life sacrificed to vanity, 
grew sturdy and unpropitiating, and thus, offering no 
more the food expected by the cREAT, the food he ex- 
pected from them was with-held of course. He died, 
April 1770, in a garret belonging to the master of Bed- 
ford Coffee-house, upon whose charity he had some 
time e ee out a miserable existence. 


„ 


He left an unfiniched play called The Cave of Ie 
which Hiffernan afterwards completed, and brought out 
under the title of The Heroine of the Cave. | 
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Tur fate of this unhappy man, so compounded of fiery and 
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THE 


EARL OF ESSEX. 


ungovernable qualities, has often exercised the dramatic pen. 
The personages and events of the reign of our ELIZABETH 
are all so tinged with romantic fiction and romantic passion, 


the ardour of enthusiastic gallantry seems to have so oddly 
mingled with the cold trickeries of state policy the heart and 


the lips were 80 unaccountably at variance, that we are not 


surprised to find an adoring lover turn out a haughty traitor, 
and a doting queen become a keen and an avenging tyrant. 


Such characters, nevertheless, afford the finest subjects for 
the dramatic muse, which delights in the surprises of sudden 
transition, and enjoys the tempest of wild and ungovernable 
emotions. | 


It is a peculiar circumstance, that these bold and original 
features of character among us, should have caught the con- 
sideration of no masterly writer. JIErTRHSON and CUMBER= 
LAND, and the superior talents of WALPOLE, have chosen 
to invent a fable, or build upon an incident taken from a fo- 


reign land. N 


The present play has certainly many poetical beauties, but 
they are in truth subordinate ingredients i in tragedy. The 
forcible colouring of strong passion, and the exhibition of the 


fluctuations of the human mind; the discriminative peculiari- 
ties of character; these are the grand objects of the tragic 


muse, and the story before us is as susceptible of their exer- 
tion as any we know of. 


1 ; 
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MR. HENRY JONES, 


ON HIS TRAGEDY or 


THE EARL OF ESSEX. 


As antient heroes are renown'd in song, 

For rescuing virtue from th* oppressor's wrong, 

So shall thy fame, whe snatch'd this well-wrought tale 
From dullness? neee pow'r, o'er time prevail. 

Long had these scenes, wound up with dext'rous art, 
In spite of reason, gain'd upon the heart; 
Thaw'd ev'ry frozen fountain of the eye, 

We wept, 'till even Sorrow's self was dry; 

Yet judgment scorn'd what passion had approv'd, 
And the head wonder'd how the heart was mov'd. 
But, with a fate revers'd, thy work shall boast, 
That soundest judgments shall admire it most. 
Cloath'd in the easy grandeur of thy lines, 

The story brightens, as the dition shines. 
Renew'd with vigour as in age 'tis grown, 

The wond'ring scene sees beauties not its own. 


Thus, worn with years, in Afric's sultry vales, 
The crested snake shifts off his tarnish'd scales; 
Assumes fresh beauties, brighter than the old, 

Of changing colours intermix'd with gold: 
Reburnish'd, basks beneath the scorching ray, 

Shines with new glories in the face of day, 

Darts fiercer lightning from his brandish'd tongue, 
Rolls more sublime, and seems, at least, more young. 


No more shall noise, and wild bombastic rage, 
Usurp th' applauding thunder of the stage; 


viii ro MR. „ 
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Fustian no more shall pass for true sublime, 

Nor nonsense musically float in rhyme; 

Nor, in a worse extreme, shall creeping prose, 

For nature and Simplicity, i impose: 

By thee reform'd, each vicious taste shall fail, 

And critic Justice hold aloft her scale. 


Whence beams this dazzling lustre on thy mind? 
Whence this vast fund of knowledge in mankind, 
Unletter'd genius? Whence hast thou been taught 
This dignity of stile, this majesty of thought; 
This rapid fire, by _ correctness rul'd, 

And every learned elegance, unschool'd? 
Say, hath great Shakspere's transmigrated shade 
Inform'd thy mass, or lent thee friendly aid? 

To him, bless'd bard, untaught, *twas also giv'n, 
I' asscend, on native wings, invention's brightest Saban 1 
Assuming Phœbus' port; and in his train, ; | 

'The muses all, like handmaids, not in vain, 
Crouch for employment. 

The passions too, subservient to his will, 
Attentive wait on his superior'skill ; | 

At the command of his enchanting art, 
Unlock the bursting flood gates of the heart, 
And in the rapid head- long stream bear down 
The vanquish'd soul, and ym it all his own. 


Happy the clime, distinguish'd be the age, 
When genius Shoots spontaneous for the stage; 
Not too luxuriant, not too trimly neat, 

But, in loose wildness, negligently great. 
O may the gen'rous plant, so wond'rous rare, 
Ne er want the tender hand of fost'ring care; 
1 But, like Apollo's fav'rite tree, be seen, 


For ever „ for ever green. 
MN AMARA MORGAN. 


ww 


| 1 
© Alluding to the prologue to Henry v. 


PROLOGUE. 


OUR desp'rate bard a bold excursion tries, 

Tho” danger damp d his wings, he dar d to rise: 
From hope, high rais'd, all glorious actions spring ; 
*T is hence that heroes conquer, poets sing. 


Even he may feel the coul-exalting fire, 


Fame prompts the humblest bosom to aspire. 


Without a guide this rash attempt he made, 
Without a clue from art, or learning aid. 
He takes a theme where tend rest passions glow, 
A theme, your grandsires felt with pleasing woe: 


' Ecxxex'" ad tale he atrives to clothe a new, 


And hopes to place it in a stronger view. 


Poets, like painters, may, by equal law, 


Due labour'd piece from different masters draw 3 


Perhaps improve the plan, add fire and grace, 
And strie th* impatsion d soul through all the face. 
How far our author has secur*d a claim 

To this exalted palm, this wish*d-for fame, 

| Your generous sentiments will zoon declare. 
Humanity is ever prone to spare. 

*Tavere baseness then your candour to distrust ; 


British audience, will at least, be just. 


I flattering truth he fearful must confecs, 
His sanguine friends made promise of guccess; 


But that, be fears, their ardent wishes wrought, 


Since partial favour geldom tees a fault. 
Then bear, like patient friends, this first essay, 


His next shall thank you in à nobler way. 
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EARL OF ESSEX. 


of 


ACT 1. SCENE I. 


An Antechamber in the Palace. Enter BURLEIGH and RALEIGH. 


Burkigh, 


Tas bill, at length, has pass*d opposing numbers, 
Whilst crowds seditious clamour'd round the senate, 
And headlong faction urg'd its force within. 
Ral. It has, my lord. The wish'd-for day i is come, 
When this proud idol of the people's hearts 
Shall now no more be worshipp'd.— Essex falls, 
My lord, the minute's near that shall unravel 
The mystic schemes of this aspiring man. 
Now fortune, with officious hand, invites us 
To her, and opens wide the gates of greatness, 10 
The way to power. My heart exults; I see, 
I see, my lord, our utmost wish accomplish'd ! 
I see great Cecil shine without a rival, 
And England bless him as her guardian saint. 
Such potent instruments I have prepar' d, 
As shall, with speed o'erturn this hated man, 
And dash him down, by proof invincible. 
Bur. His day of glory now is set in night, 
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And all my anxious hopes, at last are crown'd. 
Those proofs against him, LO” : 20 
Ral. All arrived. | | > 
Bur. Artived! how ? when ? 
Ral. This very hour, my lord: 
Nay more, a person comes, of high distinction, 
To prove some secret treaties made by Essex, 
With Scotland's monarch, and the proud Tyrone. 
Bur. How say'st? to prove em? | 
Ral. Ay, my lord, and back d | = 
With circumstances of a stronger nature. { 
It now appears, his secretary Cuff, N 
With Blunt and Lee, were deep concern'd in this 
Destructive scheme, contriv'd to raise this lord, 
And ruin Cecil. O, it is a subtile, 
A deep-laid mischief, by the earl contriy'd,. 
In hour malignant to o*erturn' the state, 
And (herror to conceive !) dethrone the queen. 
Bur. These gladsome tidings fly beyond my hopes 
The queen will listen now, will now believe, 
And trust the council of her faithful Burleigh. e 
« Let this most lueky circumstance be kept 40 
« A secret still from public observation. TT” 
Dispose em well, till kind occasion calls 
Their office forth, lest prying craft mean while | 
May tamper with their thoughts, and change their minds: : 
Let them, like batteries conceal'd, xc cord PE | 
At once, both to surprise and to des 1 
Ral. This sudden shock, my lord, this da ie stroke, 
Must press him headlong down to deep destruction: 
Indignant fate marks out this dreaded han, | 
And fortune now has left him. 5 


Bur. Thank the changeling; wore 


482 J. THE EARL OF ESSEX, I3 


His servile faction soon will stand aghast, 
And sink, at distance, from his threat'ning fall. 
Kal. His headstrong friend, the bold Southampton too, 
Now finds his rash endeavours all defeated; 
And storms at thee and the impeaching commons. 
Bur, Let him rave on, and rage. The lion in 
The toils entangled, wastes his strength, and roars 
In vain; his efforts but amuse me now. 
« Ral. What triumphs in my soul shall reign, to see 60 
« This sanguine and o'erbearing man brought down 
« Beneath my envy ; nay, below my scorn. 
« How young ambition swells my rising hopes! | 
« *Tis Heaven, O Cecil, calls thro? England's voice, 
C And justice, bending from above, invites us.“ 


Enter Gentleman. 


1 My lord, the lady Nottingham desires, 
With much impatience, to attend your lordship. 
Bur. What may the purport of her bus' ness be ? 
Her tender wishes are to Essex ty'd 
In love's soft fetters, and endearing bands: OR, 
For him, each melting thought awakes desire, 
« And all her soul is lavish'd on that lord. 
* This unexpected visit much surprises me 
„ What can it mean? She would not come to pry 
« And pick out tales for Essex' ear! Why let her; 
I'm arm'd secure against her arts and cunning. 
“ Besides, her errand comes too late; for now 
« Her minjon 's doom'd to ul Conf her i in. 
[ Exit Gent. 


And you, my Raleigh, watch Soutkiampton' s steps; 


With care observe each movement of his friends 5 18 Sa 


That no advantage on that side be lost. | 15 Ral. 
| C 


# 


- 
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« Southampton's Essex second self; he shares 

« His headlong councils, and adopts his schemes; 
« His daring heart, and bold, ungovern'd tongue, 
« Are both enlisted in the rash designs 

« Of this proud lord, nor knows a will but his: 
A limb ed must with the body fall.“ 


Enter Lady NOTTINGHAM. + 


Net. Thrice hail to rescu'd England's guiding genius * 
His country's guardian, and his queen's defence. 


Great Burleigh, thou whose patriot bosom beats 


With Albion's glory and Eliza's fame; 
Who shield'st her person, and support'st her throne ; ; 
For thee, what fervent thanks, what offer'd vows, 
Do prostrate millions pay ! 

Bur. Bright excellence, 
This fair applause too highly over-rates, 
Too much extols, the low deserts of Cecil. 

Not. What praises are too high for patriot-worth z 
Or what applause exceeds the price of virtue? 


And I am honour's proselyte: too long 

My erring heart pursued the ways of faction; 

I own myself t' have been your bitt'rest foe, 

And join'd with Essex in each foul attempt 

To blast your honour, and traduce your fame. | 
Bur. Tho? ne'er my wishing heart could call you "FEY 

Yet honour and esteem I al wa s bore you; 


And never meant, but with to serve you. 


“ It grieves me, madam, to "pe thus offended, 


go 


My lord, conviction has at last subdu'd me, 100 | 


c Where most my wishes labour d to oblige. 110 


« Net. I know your honour and your virtues well; 
« Your public plans, e for e good, 
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« And all your private merit's weight. But, oh, 
« How blind is reason in the maze of passion! 
] sought your ruin, labour'd for your fall. 
« But, if repentance may atone for guilt, 
« Or $elf-reproach for sharpest penance pass, 
« No mortal breast e'er felt more woe than mine, 
« And Burleigh now may rank me for his friend. 
« Bur. That such a worth of soul should be abus'd* 120 
« Could I accuse my heart but of a thought 
«© To do you wrong: if any purpose ever 
« Apainst your welfare in my soul arise, 
« That look'd with malice on your shining merit, 
« Your matchless beauty, or your brighter virtues, 
« Then let me live despised, a proverb made 
« To ev'ry passing slave; nay more, the scorn 
« And trampled footstool of the man I hate.” 
Net. It is enough, my lord, I know it well, 
And feel rekindling virtue warm my breast; 130 
Honour and gratitude their force resume | | 
Within my heart, and every wish is yours. 
O Cecil, Cecil, what a foe hast thou, 
A deadly foe, whilst hated Essex lives ! 
Bur. I know it well, but can assign no cause. 
Net. Ambition's restless hand has wound his thoughts 
Too high for England's welfare; nay, the queen 
Scarce sits in safety on her throne, while he, 
Th' audacious Essex, freely treads at large, 
And breathes the common air. Ambition is | 140 
The only god he serves, to whom he'd sacrifice | 
His honour, country, friends, and every tie 
Of truth, and bond of nature ; nay, his love. 
Bur. =] find this bus'ness work as I would have it. [IS 0H 
This ana e ' | 


e 
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On private virtue will disdainful tread, 


As steps to raise him to some higher purpose; 
In vain each softer wish would plead with him, 


No tender movement in his soul prevails, 


And mighty love, who rules all nature else, 
Must follow here in proud ambition's train. 

Not. Pronounce it not, my soul abhors the sound, 
Like death Ob, Cecil, will you NY lend 


Some pity to a wretch like me ? 
Bur. Command, 


Madam; my power and will are yours. « I feel 
« Your wrongs, I feel the base return you've met 


«« From this ungrateful and disloyal man, 


« Tho” oftꝰ your goodness screen'd him from reproof. 
% Believe me worthy to partake your grievance, 
« Accept my service, and employ my power.” 
Not. Will Cecil's friendly ear vouchsafe to bend 
Its great attention to a woman's wrongs, \ 
Whose pride and shame, resentment and n | 


Rise up in raging anarchy at once, 


To tear with ceaseless pangs my tortur'd el? 


Words are unequal to the woes l feel, 


And language lessens what my heart endures. | 
Passion repuls'd with scorn, and proud dixdain, | 


Recoils indignant on my Shrinking soul, 


Beats back my vital springs, and crushes life. 


Aa J. 


150 


160 


12 


Bur. Madam, your wrongs, I must confess, are great; 


Yet still, I fear, you know not half his falschood... 
«© Who, that had eyes to look on beauty ; who, 
* That had a heart to feel that 'beauty's power; 


Who, but the false, perfidious Essex, could 
Prefer to Nottingham, a Rutland's charms ? 


Start not—By Heav'n, I tell you ah but truth, 
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What I can prove, past doubt; that he receiv'd | 
The lady Rutland's hand, in sacred wedlock, 180 
The very night before his setting out | | 
For Ireland. 
Net. Oh, may quick destruction seize Os 
May furies blast, and hell destroy their peace ! 
May all their nights— | 
Bur. I pray, have patience, madam, 
Restrain awhile your rage; curses are vain, 
But there's a surer method to destroy him; 
And if you'll join with me, *tis done : he falls. 
Not. Ha! say'st thou, Burleigh ! Speak, my genius, speak; 


Be quick as vengeance? self to tell me how. 191 
Zur. You must have heard the commons have impeached 


And we have proofs sufficient for his ruin. 
But the queen you know how fair he stands 
In her esteem; and Rutland too, his wife, 
Hath full possession of the royal ear. 
What then avails impeachments, or the law's 
Seyerest condemnation, while the queen EE 
May snatch him from the uplifted hand of justice? | 
Here then, my Nottingham, begins thy ta: 200 
Try ev'ry art t' incense the queen against him, | 
Then step between her and the lady Rutland, 
„ Let not her fondness find the least access 
To the queen's heart to counterwork our purpose. 
Observe Southampton too, with jealous eye; 
Prevent, as much as possible, his suit: 
For well I know he will not fail to try 
His eloquence on the behalf of Essex. 

Net. It shall be done; his doom is fix'd ; he dies. 
Oh, *twas a precious thought! I never knew ' 2210 
Such heart-felt satisfaction ! Essex dies, 


\ \ 
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And Rutland, in her turn, shall learn to weep. - 

The time is precious; I'll about it strait. 

Come, vengeance, come, assist me now to breathe 

Thy venom'd spirit in the royal ear. [Exit Not. 
Bur. There spoke the very genius of the sex. 

A disappointed woman sets no bounds 

To her revenge. Her temper's form'd to serve me. 


Enter RALEIGH. 


Ral. The lord Southampton, with ungovern'd rage, 
Resents aloud his disappointed measures. 220 
I met him in the outward court; he Seeks : 
In haste, your lordship, and, forgetting forms, 


Pursues me hither, and demands to see you. 1 
Bur. Raleigh, tis well—Withdraw—Attend the queen. 
Leave me to deal with this o'erbearing man. [Exit Ral. 


Enter SOUTHAMPTON. 5 
South. Where is the man, whom virtue calls her friend ? 


I give you joy, my lord !—Your quenchless fury 
At length prevails, and now your malice triumphs. 


You've hunted honour to the toil of faction, 


And view his struggles with malicious Joy. 230 
Bur. What means my lord? : 
South. Oh, fraud! shall valiant Essex 

Be made a sacrifice to your ambition ! 


Oh, it smells foul indeed, of rankest . 


And the vile statesman's craft. You dare not sure 
Thus bid defiance to each shew of worth, 


Each claim of honour: dare not injure thus 


Vour suffering country in her bravest son! | 
Bur. But why should stern reproach her angry brow 


Let fall on me? Am I alone the cause 240 
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That gives this working humour strength? Do I 
Instru& the public voice to warp his actions? 
Justice, untaught, shall poise th* impartial scales, 
And every curious eye may mark the beam. 
South. The specious shield, which private malice bears, 
Is ever blazon'd with some public good ; 
Behind that artful fence, sculk low, conceal'd 
The bloody purpose, and the poison'd shaft; 
Ambition there, and envy nestle close ; 
From whence they take their fatal aim unseen 250 
And honest merit is the destin'd mark. nos 
Bur. Vour warm distemper'd zeal puts rashly by 
5 The cool directing hand of wholesome reason. 
«« No imputation foul shall rest on me; 
« My honest purposes defy aloud 
« The slander- spreading tongue of busy faction, 
« 'To cast its venom on my fair regort, 
Or tell posterity, thus Cecil did.” 
My country's welfare, and my queen's command, : 
Have ever been my guiding star through life, 260 
My sure direction still.— To these I now - 
Appeal; —from these, no doubt, this lord's miscondu& 
Hath widely stray'd ; and reason, not roving | 
Must now befriend his cause. 
South, How ill had Providence 
Dispos'd the suffering world's opprest affairs, 
Had sacred right's eternal rule been left 
To crafty politicians' partial sway ! 
Then power and pride would stretch th' enormous grasp» 
And call their arbitrary portion, justice: | 270 
Ambition's arm, by av rice urg'd, would pluck 
The core of honesty from virtue's heart, 
And . deceit and rancour in its stead: 
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Falsehood would trample then on truth and honour, 
And envy poisons sweet benevolence. | 
Oh, tis a goodly group of attributes, | * 
And well befits some statesman's righteous rule! | 
Out, out, upon such base and bloody doings ! 
The term of being is not worth the sin; 
No human bosom can endure its dart. 280 
Then put this cruel purpose from thee far, Ie 
Nor let the blood of Essex whelm thy soul. 
Bur. *Tis well, my lord! your words no comment need; 
« No doubt, they've well explain'd your honest meaning; 
% *Tis clear and full.—To parts, like yours, discretion | 
« Would be a clog, and caution but incumbrance.“ 
Yet mark me well, my lord, the clinging ivy 
With th' oak may rise, but with it too must fall. 
South. Thy empty threats, ambitious man, hurt not 
The breast of truth. Fair i innocence, and faith, 299 
Those strangers to thy practis'd heart, shall shield 
My honour, and preserve my friend, In vain, 
Thy malice, with unequal arm, shall strive, 
To tear the applauded wreath from Essex brow; 
His honest laurel, held aloft by fame, 
% Above thy blasting reach, shall safely flourish,“ 
Shall bloom immortal to the latest times: 
Whilst thou, amidst thy tangled snares involy'd, 
Shalt sink confounded, and unpity'd fall. 
Bur. Rail on, proud lord; and give thy choler vent: 
It wastes itself in vain; the queen shall judge 301 
Between us in this warm debate. To her | a, 
I now repair ; and lr es Ford Seer 
You may approve your innocence and faith. 
Perhaps you'll meet me there. Till then, farewell. Ea. 
. Confusion wait thy Steps, Doe cruel monster ! | 
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My noble and illustrious friend betray'd, 
By crafty faction and tyrannic power, 
His sinking trophies, and his falling fame, 


Oppress my very soul. I'll to the queen, 310 


Lay all their envy open to her view, 


Confront their malice, and preserve my friend. [Erit. 


The Queen discovered, sitting on her Throne. RALI EGH, Lords, 
and Attendants. | 


Qu. without consulting me | presumptuous man! 
Who governs here? What! am not I your queen? 
You dar'd not, were he present, take this step. 

Ral. Dread sovereign, your ever faithful commons | 
Have, in their gratitude and love for you, 
Preferr'd this salutary bill against him. 


Ester BuxLEIOR. 


OY You, my lord Burleigh, must have known of this, 
The commons here impeach'd the earl of Essex 320 
Of practising against the state and me. 3, 
Methinks I might be trusted with the secret. 

Speak, for I know it well, *twas thy contrivance. 
Ha! was it not? You dare not say it was not. 

Bur. I own my judgment did concur with theirs. 
| His crimes, I fear, will justify the charge, 
And vindicate their loyalty and mine. 

Qu. Ha! tell not me your smooth deceitful 17 
I know your projects, and your close cabals. 


You'd turn my favour into party feuds, - 8 330 


And use my sceptre as the rod of faction: 
But Henry's daughter claims a nobler soul. 
I'll nurse no party, but will reign o'er all, 


| 
i 
| 
| 
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And my sole rule shall be to bless my people: 
Who serves them best has still my . favour: 
This Essex ever did. 


Enter Sour ron. 


Behold, Southampton, 
What a base portrait's here ! The faithful Essex, 
Here drawn at large associating with rebels, 
To spoil his country and dethrone his queen. 340 
| South. It is not like. —By Heav'n the hand of envy 
Drew these false lines, distorted- far from truth 
And honour, and unlike my noble friend 
As light to shade, or hell to highest heav'n. 
Then suffer not, thou best of queens, this lord, 
This valiant lord, to fall a sacrifice 
To treachery and base designs; who now] 
Engages death in all his horrid shapes, 
Amidst a hardy race, inur'd to danger; . 
But let him face to face, this charge encounter, 350 
And every falshood, like his foes, shall fly. J 
24. To me you seem to recommend strict justice, 
In all her pomp of power. But are you sure 
No subtle vice conceal'd assumes her garb ? 
Take heed, that malice does not wear the mask, 
Nor envy deck her in the borrow'd guise. 
% Rancour has often darken'd reason's eye, 
« And judgment winks, when passion holds the Ros , 
Impeach the very man to whom|\I owe e | 
My brightest rays of glory! Look to it, lords, ' - 360 
Take care, be cautious on what ground you tread ; 
Let honest means alone secure your footing. 
Raleigh and you ak and wait our leisure. 
ä | * Ral, and South. 
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Lord Burleigh, stay ; we must with you have farther 
Conf'rence.—I see this base contrivance plain. 
Your jealousy and pride, your envy of 
His shining merit, brought this bill to light. 
But mark me, as you prize our high regard 
And favour, I command you to suppress it ; 
Let not your name and power be embarrass'd 370 
In your perplexing schemes. *Twas you began, 
And therefore you must end it. 
Bur. I obey. 
Yet humbly would intreat you to consider 
How new, unpopular, this step must be, 
To stand between your parliament's enquiry 
And this offending lord. We have such proofs— 
24. Reserve your proofs to a more proper season, 

- And let them then appear. But once again = 
We charge you, on your duty and allegiance, 380 
To stop this vile proceeding ; and to wait | 

„Till Essex can defend himself in person. 

If then your accusations are of force, 
The laws, and my consent, no doubt, are open. 

He has my strict command, with menace mix'd, 
To end effectually this hated war, 
Ere he presume to quit the Irish coast. 

Bur. Madam, my duty now compels me to— HEY 
2%. No more! see that my orders be obey'd. [Exit Bur, 
Essex a traitor !=it can never be- 390 

His grateful and his honest soul disdains it.— _ 

I know him hot, ambitious, rash, impatient ; 

But then he's firmly anchor'd in his duty : 

| Tho? stormy passions toss him to and fro. 

Can he prove false? so high advanc'd, 50 W 
So near LE fayour—and—T1 fear so near 
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My heart —Impossible.— This Burleigh hates him, 


And, his rival, therefore would destroy him; 
But he shall find his narrow schemes defeated. 


In vain their fraudful efforts shall combine 40⁰ 
To shake my settled soul, my firm design; 
Resolv'd to lift bright virtue's palm on high, 


Support her grandeur, and her foes defy. [ Exit 


— * we wy 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter BURLEIGH and RALEIGH» 


1 


7 arriv'd ! Confusion to my hopes ! 


His presence will destroy me with the queen. 
I might suspect he had some private notice, 
Perhaps, a punctual order, to return. 


* F 


He lurks too near her heart. What's to be done? 


* Prepare the witnesses with speed; apprize 
« The lady Nottingham.—Southampton's pride, 
« And Rutland's too, will lift the crest again. 


But fly, my Raleigh, send me Nottingham, [Exit Ral. 


% We must alarm the queen with new commotions 10 
« In many parts of her dominions rais'd: 


% All this, and more, must now be pass'd for truth. 


« This sudden blow has struck me to the soul; 
« Tis gone too far, he dies proud Essex now 


* Or Cecil falls.” Now is th' important crisis 
Keep up thy usual strength; my better genius, 


Direct my steps to crush my mortal foe. 
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Enter QUEEN and RALEIGH. 


"us It cannot be! Return'd without my leave 
Against my strict command !- Impossible! 
Ral. Madam, the earl is now at court, and begs 20 
An audience of your majesty. | | 
24. Amazing! 
What! break his trust! desert his high command, 
Forsake his post, and disobey his queen! 
"Tis false — invented all.—You wish it so. 
Bur. Madam, I wish some other rumours false: 
Reports, I fear, of great concern to you. 
Qu. What rumours ? what reports? your frown would much 
Denote : your preface seems important.—Speak. 
Bur. Some new commotions are of late sprung up 30 
In Ireland, where the west is all in arms, 
And moves with hasty march to join Tyrone, 
And all his northern clans. A dreadful power! 
Nay more, we have advices from the borders 
Of sudden risings near the banks of Tweed! 
*Tis thought, to favour an attempt from Scotland. 
Mean while, Tyrone embarks six thousand men 
To land at Milford, and to march where Essex 
Shall join them with his friends. | 
2. In league with James! 40 
And plotting with Tyrone ! It cannot be. | 
His very pride disdains such perfidy. 
But is not Essex here without my leave 
Against my strict command! that, that's rebellion. 
The rest, if true, or false, it matters not. 
What's to be done ?—admit him to my presence? 
No, no—my dignity, my pride forbid it. 
 Ungrateful man, approach me not: rise, rise, 
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Resentment, and support my soul! Disdain, 

Do thou assist me — Ves, it shall be so. 50 
Bur. I see she muses deep; her mind works upwards, 

And paints its struggling efforts in her face. 


Tyrone's invasion wakes her fear and anger, 


And all her soul is one continued storm. 

24. But once my pride shall stoo ; and I will see 
This rash, audacious, this once fayour'd man; 
But treat him as his daring crime deserve. 


Enter SOUTH MPTONs 


= TY [ Kneeling.) Permit mec madam, to approach you thus; 
Thus lowly to present the humble Suit 
Of the much injur'd, faithful earl of Essex, 60 
Who dares not, unpermitted, approach your presence. 
He begs, most gracious queen, to fall before 
Your royal feet, to clear him to his sovereign, 
Whom, next to Heav'n, he wishes most to please. 
Let faction load him with her labouring hand, 
His innocence shall rise against the weight, : 
If but his gracious mistress deign to smile. f 


2%. Let him appear. 55 South. 
Now to thy trying task, 8 . 
My soul! Put forth, exert thy utmost strength, q 70 


Nor let an injur'd queen be tame. Lie still, 
My * L cannot listen to thee now. ö 


> rk Ess Ex aud S0UTHAMPTON. C 


Essex. 7 — thou injur'd majesty, thou best 
Of queens, this seeming disobedience. See, 
I bend submissive in your royal presence, 
With soul as penitent, as if before 
Th' . eye of Heavy n. But, oh, that frown ! 
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My queen's resentment wounds my inmost spirit, 
Strikes me like death, and pierces through my heart. 
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24. You have obey'd, my lord! you've serv'd me well! 


My deadly foes are quell'd ! and you come home 

A conqueror ! Your country bids you welcome ! 

And I, your queen, applaud !—Triumphant man 
What! is it thus that Essex gains his laurels ? 

What ! is it thus you've borne my high commission ? 
How durst you disregard your trusted duty, 
Desert your province, and betray your queen? 


Essex. I came to clear my injur'd name from guilt, 


Imputed guilt, and slanderous accusations. 

My shame was wafted in each passing gale, 

Each $swelling tide came loaded with my wrongs ; 

And echo sounded forth, from faction's voice, 

The traitor Essex. - Was't not hard, my queen, 

That while I stood in danger's dreadful front, 

Encountering death in every shape of terror, 
And bleeding for my country !———Was't not hard, 

My mortal enemies at home, like cowards, 
Shou'd in my absence basely blast my fame? 

Qu. It is the godlike attribute of kings 

To raise the virtuous and protect the brave. 

I was the guardian of your reputation, 

What malice, or what faction then could reach you ? 

My honour was expos'd, engag' d for yours: 

But you found reason to dislike my care, 

And to yourself assum'd the wrested office. 

 _ Es5ex. If aught disloyal in this bosom dwells, 

If aught of treason lodges in this heart, 

May I to guilt and lasting shame be wedded, 

| The sport of faction, and the mark of scorn, 
The world's derision, and my queen's abhorrence, 
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Stand forth the villain, whose invenom'd tongue 
Would taint my honour and traduce my name, 
Or stamp my conduct with a rebel's brand 
Lives there a monster in the haunts of men, 
Dares tear my trophies from their pillar'd base, 
Eclipse my glory, and disgrace my deeds ? 

Lu. This ardent language, and this glow of soul, 
Were nobly graceful in a better cause; 
Where virtue warrants, and where truth inspires : 


But injur'd truth, with brow invincible, = 120 


Frowns stern reproof upon the false assertion, 
And contradicts it with the force of facts. 
From me you have appeal'd, ungrateful man; 
The laws, not I, must listen to your plea. 
Go, stand the test severe, abide the trial, 
And mourn, too late, the bounty you abus'd. 
| [Exeunt Queen, Southampton, &c. 
Ester. Ts this the just requital, then, of all 
My patriot-toils and oft-encounter'd perils, 
Amidst th' inclemencies of camps and climes ? F 


Then be it so. Unmov'd arid dauntless, let me 130 


This shock of adverse fortune firmly stand. 
But yet, methinks, tis somewhat sudden tool 
My greatness, now depriv'd of each support, 


Which bore so long its envy'd weight aloft, 
Must * to ruin fall, and crush my hopes. 


| Enter SouTaAMPTON. 


South. Alas, my lord! the queen's displeasure kindles 
With warmth increasing; whilst lord Burleigh labours 
T' inflame her wrath, and make it still burn fiercer. 

Eiter. I scorn the blaze of courts, the pomp of kings; 


I giye them to the winds, and lighter muy; 140 
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Too long they've robb'd me of substantial bliss, 
Of solid happiness, and true enjoyments. 

But lead me to my mourning love; alas ! 


She sinks beneath oppress ing ills; she fades, 


She dies for my afflicting pangs, and seeks 
Me, sorrowing, in the walks of rm 1 


Oh, lead me to her, to my soul's desire. 
South. Let caution guide you in this dangerous step. 


Consider, well, my lord, the consequence | 
For should the queen (forbid it, Heaven J) discover 150 


Your private loves, your plighted hands, iſo power 
On earth could step between you and d &ion. 
« Lock up this secret from the prying world.“ 


Enter BURLEIGH. 
Bur. My lord of Essex, tis the queen's command, 


That you forthwith resign your staff of office ; 
And further, she confines you to your palace. | 
£55ex. Welcome, my fate. Let fortune do her utmost ; 


1 know the worst, and will confront her malice, 


And bravely bear the unexpected blow. 
Bur. The queen, my lord, demands your quick c compli- 
nne, 160 


| W Go, then, thou gladsome messenger of ill, 

And, joyful, feast thy fierce rapacious soul 

With Essex* sudden and accomplish'd fall. 

The trampled corse of all his envy'd greatness, 

Lies prostrate now beneath thy savage feet; 

But still th' exalted spirit mounts above thee. 

Gao, tell the queen thy own detested story: 

Full in her sight disclose the snaky labyrinths 

And lurking snares you plant in virtue's pat, 

To catch integrity's unguarded step. \ | : 170 
E - 
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Bur. How ill repaid are public toils and cares, 
« Where active honesty, with station join'd, 
„ Tncurs but calumny, and foul reproach !” 
Your country has impeach'd, your queen accus'd you ; 
To these address your best defence, and clear 
Your question'd conduct from disloyal guilt. 
What answer to the queen shall I return? 
Ester. My staff of office I from her receiv'd, 
And will to her, and her alone, resign it. 


Bur, 'This bold refusal will incense the queen. 180 | 


This arrogance will make your guilt the stronger. [¶ Exit. 
South. Sustain, my noble friend, thy wonted n 3 

Collect thy fortitude, and summon all 

Thy soul, to bear with strength this Ds n 

Whieh falls severe upon thee; whilst my friendship 

Shall lend a helping hand, and share the burthen. 

I'Il hence with speed, and to the queen repair, 

And all the power of warmest words employ, 

To gain you yet one audience more, and bring 

Her majesty to milder thoughts. Farewell. [ Exit, 

User. As newly wak'd from all my dreams of glory, 

Those gilded visions of deceitful joys, _ 

T stand confounded at the unlook*d-for change, 

And scarcely feel this thunder- bolt of fate. 

The painted clouds, which bore my hopes aloft, 

Alas, are now vanish'd to yielding air, 


And I am falln indeed! 

How weak is reason, when affection 10. ! 

How hard to turn the fond, deluded heart | . 
From flatt'ring toys, which sooth'd its vanity ! ' 200 


The laurell'd trophy, and the loud applause, 
The victor's triumph, and the people's gaze; 
The high-hung banner, and recording gold, 


wr wn PR ͤ —ͤů — . IS rd a 


* 2 


44 11. EHE EARL OF ESSEX» 31 


Subdue me still, still cling around my heart, 
And pull my reason down. 


Enter RUTLAND. 


Rut. Oh, let me fly | 

To clasp, embrace, the lord of my desires, 

My soul's delight, my utmost joy, my husband! 

I feel once more his panting bosom beat; 

Once more I hold him in my eager arms, 210 
Behold his face, and lose my soul in rapture. 

£55x. Transporting bliss ! my richest, dearest treasure ! 

My mourning turtle, my long absent peace, 

Oh, come yet nearer, nearer to my heart ! 

My raptur'd soul springs forward to receive thee : 
Thou Heav'n on earth, thou balm of all my woe! 

Rut. O, shall I credit then each ravish'd sense; 
Has pitying Heav'n consented to my prayer? 

It has, it has; my Essex is return'd ! | 
But language poorly speaks the joys I feel; 2320 
Let passion paint, and looks express my soul. | 

Essex. With thee, my sweetest comfort, I'll retire 
From splendid palaces, and glitt'ring throngs, 

To live embosom'd in the shades of joy, 

Where sweet content extends her friendly arms, 
And gives encreasing love a lasting welcome. 
With thee, I'll timely fly from proud oppression, 
Forget our. sorrows, and be bless'd for ever. 

Rut. O, let us hence, beyond the reach of power; 
Where's fortune's hand shall never part us more. 230 
In this calm state of innocence and joy, | 
Pl press thee to my throbbing bosom close. 

Ambition's voice shall call in vain ; the world, 
The thankless world, shall never claim thee mote, 
And all thy business shall be love and me. 
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OIL The queen, incens'd at my return, abandons me 
To Cecil's malice, and the rage of faction. 
I'm now no more the fav'rite child of fortune: 
My enemies have caught me in the toil, 0 
And life has nothing worth ny wish, but thee. 

Rut. Delusive dream of fancied happiness 

And has my fatal fondness then destroy'd thee ? 240 
Oh, have I lur'd thee to the deadly snare | 

Thy cruel foes have laid? “Oh, have I put 
« Thy life in peril ? My officious tears 


„Would needs inform thee of their wicked schemes.“ 


I dreaded Cecil's malice, and my heart, 
Longing to see thee, with impatience listen'd 
Jo its own alarms; and MI unk beneath 6 
The force of love. 280 
Etter. Forbear, my only comfort; | 
Oh, tell me not of danger, death, and Burleigh ; 
Let every star shed down its mortal bane 
On my unshelter'd head: whilst thus I fold 
Thee in my raptur'd arms; Pl brave them all, 
Defy my fate, and meet its utmost rigour. 
Rur. Alas, my lord! consider where we are. 
Oh ! 'tis the queen's apartment; death is here. 
I came to thee through peril's ambush'd path, ; 
« And every danger risqu'd for thy embrace.“ 260 
Each precious moment is by fate beset, | 
And time stands trembling whilst we thus confer. 
Exex. Then, jet us hence from this detested place; 
My rescu'd soul disdains the house of greatness, 
Where humble honesty can find no shelter. 
From hence we'll fly, where love and virtue call; 
Where happiness invites—that wish of all: 
With sweet content enjoy each blissful hour, 
Beyond the smiles of fraud, or frowns of power. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Bux LEICRH and NOTTINGHAM. "og 


Nottingham. OD 
Me lord, I've sought you out with much impatience. 
| You've had an audience of the queen: what follow'd ? 
Bur. Soon as I told her Essex had refus'd 
To yield his dignities, and staff of office, 
% Against her high command, pronounc'd by me,” 
She seem'd depriv'd of reason for a moment; 
Her working mind betray'd contending passions, 
Which, in her alter'd face, appear'd by turns. 
She paus'd, like thunder in some kindling cloud, 
The instant burst with dreadful fury forth : 10 
« And has th* ungrateful wretch defy'd my mandate? 
«« 'The proud, audacious traitor scoru'd my power? 
He dares not, sure ?—He dies—the villain dies. 
«© Then, sudden, soften'd into milder sounds, 
« And call'd him rash, unhappy, gallant Essex! 
«« On me her fury fell; my crafty plans 
« Against his reputation, fame, and life, 
« Had driven him to extremes=-my malice did it 
« My envy was his bane ; with all that passion 
« Or fury could suggest. I begg'd to know 20 
«« Her royal will concerning Essex; urg'd 
« Again his insolence.— Amaz'd, awhile 
«« She stood, and wist not what to do.—At length, 
Collecting all her mind, these words she utter' d: : 
Let him to the Tow'r.—l instantly withdrew, | 
But soon was countermanded, and desir'd 
To bring the Earl of Essex to her presence; 
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J like it not, and much I fear, she*ll stand 
Between this high offender and the laws. 
Net. Is Essex then secur'd ? 
Bur. Madam, he is: | 
- And now comes guarded to the court. 


Enter Gentleman. 
Gent, Madam, the queen 


Is in her closet, and desires to see you. 
Net. I attend her. 


Bur. She wants, no doubt, to be advis'd by you. 


Improve this fair occasion, urge it home; 
« She must be quick' ned by repeated strokes 
« Of fresh indignities, by Essex offer d 
« T' her royal person, and prerogative. 
« Be circumspect and cautious ! mark her well.” 
Not. I know her foible. Essex long has had 
An interest in her heart, which nothing can 
O'erturn, except his own ungovern'd Spirit. 
It is, indeed, the instrument by which 
We work, and cannot fail, if rightly us'd. 
Bur. Madam, the queen expects you instantly. 
I must withdraw, and wait the earl's arrival. 


14 
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[ Exit. 


40 


[Exeunts 


Qu. III Sp echt man ! perverse and obstinate ! 


He counterworks my grace, and courts destruction. 


He gives his deadly foes the dagger to 

Destroy him, and defeats my friendly purpose. 
Which would, by seeming to abandon, save him. 

- Nor will he keep the mask of prudence on 


A moment's space.—What! must I bear this scorn ? 


No: let me all the monarch re- assume; 


* 
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Exert my power, and be myself again. 
Oh, ill- performing, disobedient heart! 
Why $hrink'st thou, fearful, from thy own resolye ? 


Enter Norrie. 


Thou com'st in time; I'm much disturb'd, abus' d, 60 
My Nottingham, and would complain to thee | 
Of insolence, neglect, and high contempt. 
Essex presum'd to dictate laws within 
My palace gates. How say'st thou, Nottingham? 
Mer. Surely, my gracious queen, it cannot be! 
His heat and passion never could impel him 
To take so bold a step, to such rash guilt : 
Methinks his very honour should prevent it. 
Qu. Thy open, honest mind untutor'd seems 
In life's ungrateful and degenerate school; > 290 
Where stubborn vice in every form appears, 
Mocking correction's ineffectual rod, 
It is, indeed, an evil hard to bear; 
This haughty man has wanton'd with my grace, 
Abus'd my bounty, and despis'd my favours. 
«« That giving goodness should profusely flow 
«© 'T*enrich the surly glebe, where only thorns 
e And noxious weeds will spring !*? - 
Resentment, then, shall in her turn prevail; | 
To angry laws Pl! give this victim up. 8 80 
Net. His conduct has, I fear, been too . | | 
His hasty temper knows not where to stop. 
Ambition is the spur of all his actions, | 
Which often drives him o'er his duty's limits; 
(At least his enemies would have it so.) 
But malice, madam, seldom judges right. 
Lu. Oh, Nottingham! his pride is past enduring ; 
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This insolent, audacious man forgets 

His honour and allegiance and refus'd 

To render up his staff of office, here, 

Beneath my very eye. 

Wort. Presumptuous man! 

- Your faithful subjects will resent this pride, 

This insolence, this treason to their queen ; 

They must, my gracious sovereign.— Tis not safe 

To shield him longer from their just resentment. 

Then give him up to justice and the laws. 

22. You seem well pleas'd to urge severity.— 
Offended majesty but seldom wants | 

Such sharp advisers - Vet no attribute 

So well befits the exalted seat supreme, 

And pow'rs disposing hand, as clemency. 

Each crime must from its quality be judg'd ; 

And pity there should anterpose, where malice 

Is not the aggressor. Hence! I'll hear no more. 
Net. Madam, my sentiments were well intended; 

justice, not malice, mov'd my honest zeal. | 

My words were echoes of the public voice, 

Which daily rises, with repeated cries 

Of high complaint, against this haughty lord. 

I pity, from my heart, his rash . | 

And much esteem the man. 
Qu. Go,  Nottipgham, 


My mind's x ann and send me Rutland hither: 
{Exit Not, 


O, vain distinction of exalted state! | 
No rank ascends above the reach of care, 
Nor dignity can shield a queen from woe. 
Despotic nature's stronger sceptre rules, 
And pain and passion in her right prevails. 
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Oh, the unpity'd lot, severe condition, 

Of solitary, sad, dejected grandeur ! 

Alone condemn'd to bear th' unsocial throb 
Of heart-felt anguish, and corroding grief; 
Depriv'd of what, within his homely shed, 
The poorest peasant in affliction finds, 
The kind, condoling comfort of a dear 
Partaking friend. — 


Enter Countess of RUTLAND. 
Rutland, I want thy timely 
Counsel. I'm importun'd, and urg'd to punis 
But justice, sometimes, has a cruel sound, 130 
„Where mercy may with prudence meet, and both | 
« Apree to soften rigour,” Essex has, 
No doubt, provok'd my anger, and the laws; 
His haughty conduct calls for sharp reproof, 
And just correction. Yet I think him guiltless 
Of studied treasons, or design'd rebellion. 
Then tell me, Rutland, what the world reports, 
What censure says of his unruly deeds. 

Rut. The world, with envy's eye, beholds his merit: 
Madam, tis malice all, and false report. 140 
I know his noble heart, tis fill'd with honout 
No trait'rous taint has touch'd his generous soul; 

His grateful mind still glows with pure affection; 
And all his thoughts are loyalty and you. 

24. I grant you, Rutland, all you say, and think 
The earl possess'd of many splendid virtues. 
What pity tis, he should afford his foes 
Such frequent, sad occasions to undo him ! 

Rut. What human heart can, unafflicted, bear 5 
Such manly merit in distress : « such worth, 150 
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4 Betray'd; such valour in the toil,” beset | 


By cruel foes, and faction's savage cry? 


My good, my gracious mistress, stretch, betimes, 


Vour saving arm, and snatch him from destruction, 
From deadly malice, treachery, and Cecil. 
O, let him live, to clear his conduct up | 
My gracious queen, he*ll nobly earn your bounty, 
And with his dearest blood deserve your mercy. 
Qu. Her words betray a warm, unusual feryour ; 
Mere friendship never could inspire this transport. [ Aside. 


I never doubted but the earl was brave ; 
- His life and valiant actions all declare it: 
I think him honest too, but rash and headstrong. 
I gladly would preserve him from his foes, 


And therefore am resoly*d once more to see him. | 
Rur. Oh, tis a godlike thought, and Heav'n itself 
Inspires it. Sure some angel moves your heart, 
Your royal heart, to pity and forgiveness. 
This gracious deed shall shine in future story, Pe 
And deck your annals with the brightest virtue: 170 
Posterity shall praise the princely act, ENS 
And ages yet to come record your goodness. 
2%, VI! hear no more Must I then learn from you 
To know my province, and be taught to move, 
As each designing mind dire&s ? Leave me! _ 
Nu. Her frowns are dreadful, and her eye looks terror. 


1 tremble for my Essex. Save him, Heay'n! _  [Exite 


28. Her warmth has touch'd me home. My jealous heart, 
wy fearful and suspicious soul's alarm'd. | . 


Enter BuRLEIGH, Rarzron, and athere. 


Bur. The earl of Essex waits your royal will, 180 
- Let him approach—And | now, once more eupport 
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Thy dignity, my soul; nor yield thy greatness 
To strong usurping passion But he comes. 


Enter Esskx, SOUTHAMPTON, and Guards. 


39 


E:iex. Permitted thus to bend, with provirate heart, 2 


Before your sacred majesty; I come, 
With every grateful sense of royal favour 
Deeply engrav'd within my conscious soul. 
2%. I sent my orders for your staff of office. 
Estex. Madam, my envy'd dignities and honours, 
I first from your own royal hand receiy'd ; 
And therefore justly held it far beneath me 
To yield my trophies, and exalted power, 
So dearly purchas'd in the field of glory, 
To hands unworthy. No, my gracious queen, 
T meant to lay them at your royal feet ; | 
Where life itself a willing victim falls, 
If you command. 
2%. High swelling words, my lord, but ill 3 
The place of deeds, and duty's just demand. 
In danger's onset, and the day of trial, 
Conviction still on acting worth attends; 
Whilst mere professions are by doubts encumber'd. 
Essex. My deeds have oft declar*d, in danger's front, 
How far my duty and my valour lead me, 
Allegiance still my thirst of glory fir'd, 
And all my bravely gather'd, envy'd laurels, - 
Were purchas'd only to adorn my queen. | 
| Nu. © Yet fact o'er fallacy must still prevail, 
« And eloquence to simple truth give way.” 
Your guilty scorn of my intrusted power 
When with my mortal foes you tamely dally'd, 
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By hardy rebels brav'd, you poorly sought 

A servile pause, and begg'd a shameful truce. 
Should Essex thus, so meanly compromise, 


And lose the harvest of a plenteous glory, 
In idle treaties, and suspicious parly ? 


Euer. Oh, deadly stroke! My life's the destin'd mark. 


The poison'd shaft has drank my spirits deep. 

Is't come to this? Conspire with rebels! Ha! 

I've sery'd you, madam, with the crit; 
And ever glory'd in th' illustrious danger; 
Where famine fac'd me with her meagre mien, 
And pestilence and death brought up her train. 
I've fought your battles, in despite of nature, 
Where seasons sicken'd, and the clime was fate. 
My power to parly, or to fight, I had 

From you; the time and circumstance did call 
Aloud for mutual treaty and condition ; 

For that I stand a guarded felon here.— A traitor, 
Hemm'd in by villains, and by slaves surrounded. 
Qu. Shall added insolence, with crest audacious, 
Her front uplift against the face of power. 

Think not that injur'd majesty will bear 

Such arrogance uncheck'd, or unchastis'd. 

No public trust becomes the man, who treads, 
With scornful steps, in honour's sacred path, 
And stands at bold defiance with his duty. 

Ease. Away with dignities and hated trust, 
With flattering honours, and deceitful power ! 
Invert the eternal rules of right and justice; 

Let villains thrive, and outcast virtue perish; 
Let slaves be rais' d, and cowards have command. 
Take, take your gaudy trifles back, those baits 


Of vice, and virtue's bane,—Tis clear, my queen, 
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My royal mistress, casts me off; nay, joins - 
With Cecil to destroy my life, and fame. 
24. Presuming wretch! Audacious traitor ! 

Ester. Traitor! | 
Au. Hence from my Sight, 1 slave, and . | 
At distance to revere your queen. 250 

Essex. Ves; let 
Me fly beyond the limits of the world. 
And nature's verge, from proud oppression far, 
From malice, tyranny, from courts, from you. 
2. Traitor! Villain! BD [Strikes him. 
Es5ex, Confusion! what, a blow! 
Restrain, good Heav'n! down, down, thou rebel passion, 
And, judgment, take the reins. Madam, tis well 
Your soldier falls degraded. | | 
His glory's tarnish'd, and his fame undone. 260 
O, bounteous recompence from royal hands ! 
But you, ye implements, beware, beware, | 
What honour wrong'd, and honest wrath can act. 
Qu. What would th' imperious traitor do? My life 
Beyond thy wretched purpose stands secure. 
Go, learn at leisure what your deeds deserve, 
And tremble at the vengeance you provoke. _ 
l [Exeunt all but Essex and Southampton. 
Esser. Disgrac'd and struck! Damnation Death 1 were 


__ _ glorious, | 
Revenge! revenge! | „ 
South. Alas! my friend! what would | 270 


Thy rage attempt ? Consider well the great 
Advantage now your rash, ungovern'd temper 
Affords your foes. The queen incens'd, will let 
Their fury loose. I dread the dire event. | 

| Es:ex. Has honest pride no just resentment left? 
Nor injur'd honour feeling? Not revenge! 
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High Heav'n shall bear, and earth regret my wrongs. 

Hot indignation burns within my soul. 

I'll do some dreadful thing—I know not what; | 
Some deeds as horrid as the shame I feel, a 280 
Shall startle nature, and alarm the world. | 
Then hence, like lightning, let me furious fly, 

To hurl destruction on my foes on high: 

Pull down oppression from its tyrant seat, . 
Redeem my glory, or embrace my fate. | _ [Exeunt. 


== —— — a 
N — — - 2 — ” * —_—— 


ACT IV. SCENE 6 


Emer Queen and NoTTINGHAM. 


Nor taken yet? 14 

Net. No, madam; for the earl 
Of Essex, leagu'd with desperate friends, made strong | 
And obstinate resistance; till, at length, 5 
O' erpower' d by numbers, and increasing force, 
He fled for shelter to a small retreat, 
A summer- house upon the Thames; resoly'd 
To perish, rather than submit to power. 
Q. O wreteh detested! O, unheard-of treason ! 
« Conspire against my life, within my view © On 10 
* My reach! $0 near my very palace gates! . 
« Perfidious monster What can prudence 5 
«« Or human wisdom, more than judge from outside, 
And flattering likeness? Kings can see no farther. 
«« High Heav'n, alone, can read the heart, in all 
« Its utmost frauds, and mystic characters. 
Ohm, where shall majesty bestow its favours, 
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Since Essex has a traitor prov'd to me, 

Whose arm hath rais'd him up; to power and greatness ; 
Whose heart has shar'd in all his splendid triumphs, 
And feels, ev*n now, his trait*rous deeds with pity ? 
But hence with pity, and the woman's p 
Resentment governs, and the queen shall 0 } 


Enter BURLEIGH. 


Bur. Illustrious queen, the traitors all are seized. 
Th' intelligence was true. Their black debates 
Were held at Drury-bouse. The dire result 
Was this : that Essex should alarm the citizens 
To open mutiny, and bold rebellion. 

« On this pernicious errand went the earl, _ 

« Join'd by his desp*rate and seditious friends.“ 
Their purpose was to seize your royal palace, 

And sacred person; but your faithful people, 

As by one mind inform'd, one zeal inspir d, 
Rose up at once, and with their virtue quellPd them. 

Qu. Thanks to their honest, to their loyal hearts. 
But say, were any persons else concern'd, 

Of high distinction, or of noted rank ? ü 

Bur. Yes, madam, many more, seduc'd of late, 
*Mong whom the bold Southampton foremost stands, 
* Precipitate and rash ; whose pow'r tho? great, 
« Lags far behind his will to do you hurt.“ 
They're now our pris' ners, and are safe secur d; 
But Essex, with Southampton, and the rest 
Of greater note, I would not dare dispose of 
Without your royal mandate; and they now | 
Attend without, to know your final pleasure. 

Qu. Is this the just return of all my care; 
My anxious toilsome days, and watchful nights ? 
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Have I sent forth a wish, that went not freighted 
With all my people's good ? Or, have I life, 8 
Or length of days desir'd, but for their sake? 
The public good is all my private care. 
„ Have I not ever thought the meanest subject, 
„ Oppress'd by power, was, in his just complaint, 
« Above a king? What British bosom has 
«« By foreign tyranny been grieved, whose wrongs 
« I have not felt as mine, as mine redress'd ? 
« Or have I, justly; made a single man 
« My foe?” Then could I think this grateful ile 
Contain'd one traitor's heart ? But, least of all, #5 £00 
That Essex' breast should lodge it? Call the monster, 
And let me meet this rebel face to face, 


Do you REY ay wait within our call. | 
EPL Gum nnn. & c. 


Rue a 

vou see we dare abide your dang*rous ente 
Tho? treason sits within your heart enthron'd, 1 
And on that brow rebellion lours, where _ SES? 

Such boasted loyalty was said to flourich. 

How low the traitor can degrade the soldier! 

Guilt glares in conscious dye upon thy cheek, | 

And inward horror trembles in thine eye. 70 

How mean is fraud! How base ingratitude ! NT 


Ecsex. Forbear reproach, thou injur'd majesty, 
Nor wound, with plercing looks, a heart already 


With anguish torn, and bleeding with remorse. 
Vour awful looks, alone, are _—_ wu ny p 
And justice gives them ene e 
Hu. Hapless man! n | | 
What cause could prompt, _ gend can urge U 


* 
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To this detested deed ? Could I from thee 
Expect to meet this base return? from thee, 
To whom I ought to fly, with all the confidence 
That giving bounty ever could inspire, 
Or seeming gratitude and worth could promise? 
Essex. Alas! I own my crimes, and feel my treasons; 
They press me down beneath the reach of pity. 


Despair alone can shield me from myself. 


Oh, let the little space I live be curs'd 
With countless woes; let death, unpitied, come; 
«« My name be mention'd with the utmost scorn,““ 
If all my life can feel, or fame can suffer, 
Can serve to mitigate my queen's displeasure. 

Qu. My pride forbids me to approach thee more; 
My pity, rather, would relieve thy sorrow. | 


I see conviction, and severe remorse, 
„ Within thy mind at work. But much I fear, 
That death alone can calm the raging conflict.“ 


The people's clamours, and my special safety, 

Call loud for justice, and demand your life. 

But if forgiveness from an injur*d queen 

Can make these few short hours you live more easy, 

J give it freely from my pitying heart; 

And wish my willing power could grant thee more. 
Essex. Oh, sounds angelic ! goodness undeserv'd! 

My swelling heart can keep no bounds, my soul 

Flows o' er.— And will my gracious queen forgive me ? 

Oh, let me prostrate thus before you fall, 

My better angel; and my guardian genius 


Permit me, royal mistress, to announce 


My faithful sentiments, my soul's true dictates; 
Vouchsafe your Essex but this one request, 
1 
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This only boon, he'll thank you with his last, 

His dying breath, and bless you in his passage. 
Qu. Rise, my lord, 

If aught you have to offer can alay : 

Your woes, and reconcile you to your fate, 
Proceed; —and I with patient ear will listen. 
Ester. My real errors, and my seeming crimes 

Would weary mercy, and make goodness poor: 
And yet the source of all my greatest faults 

Was loyalty misled, and duty in extreme. 

So jealous was my sanguine heart, so warm 
Affection's zeal, I could not bear the least 
Suspicion of my duty to my queen. 

This drove me from my high command in W ; 
This, too, impelPd me to that rude behaviour 
Which justly urg'd the shameful blow I felt; 
And this (O, fatal rasliness !) made me think 

. My queen had given her Essex up, a victim 

To statesmen's schemes, and wicked policy. 
Stung by that piercing thought, my madness flew 


4 


Beyond all bounds, and now, alas! has brought me 
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To this most shamefull fall; and, what's still worse, 


My own reproaches, and my queen's dis pleasure. 
24. Unhappy man! My yielding soul is touch'd, 
And pity pleads thy cause within my breast. 
| Esxex. Say but, my gracious sovereign, ere I go 
For ever from your presence, that you think me 
Guiltless of all attempts against your throne, 
And sacred life. Your faithful Essex ne'er 
Could harbour in his breast so foul a thought. 
Believe it not, my queen. By Heav'n, I swear, 
When in my highest pitch of glory rais d, 
The splendid noon of fortune's brightest sun-shine, 
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Not ages of renown could yield me half 
The joy, nor make my life so greatly blest, 
As saving yours, tho? for a single hour. | 
Qu. My lord, I think you honest. Nay, I own, 

Whatever coldness I put on, was meant 
To save you from the malice of your foes. 
I judg'd your crimes, what you yourself pronounc'd ? em, 
The rash effect of an intemp'rate zeal. gi - 
Essex. Was ever wretch like Essex thus undone 
Buy goodness in excess, and lavish'd grace 
Oh, I could tear my erring heart, with these 
Revenging hands! — What blessings have I lost! 
What clemency abus'd !- Now could I wish 
For lengthen'd life, indeed for endless years. 

A whole eternity's too short, to shew 
My pious sorrows, and atone my folly. | 

- Nu. Too well the passage to my heart he finds: 160 
« And pity's hand lets in the dangerous guest. 
How weak is reason, when oppos'd to nature! [ Aide. 
My lord, I would convince you that I still 
| Regard your life, and labour to preserve it; 
But cannot screen you from a public trial. 

With prudence make your best defence : but should 
Severity her iron jurisdiction 7 

Extend too far, and' give thee up n 

To angry laws, thy queen will not forget thee. 
Vet, lest you then should want a faithful friend, 170 
(For friends will fly you in the time of need) | 
Here, from my finger, take this ring, a pledge 
Of mercy ; having this, you ne'er shall need 
An advocate with me; for whensde er 

You give, or send it back, by Heav'n, I swear, 
As I do hope for mercy on my soul, 
That I will grant whatever boon you ask. 
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Ecex. Oh, grace surprising! most amazing goodness! 

Words cannot paint the transports of my soul! 

Let me receive it on my grateful knees, 180 

At once to thank and bless the hand that gives it. | 
Au. Depend, my lord, on this; *twixt you and me 

This ring shall be a private mark of faith [Gives ths ring. 

Inviolate. Be confident, cheer us: 

Dispel each melancholy fear, and trust 

Your sovereign's promise: she will ne'er forsake you, | 
Essex. Let Providence dispose my lot as "twill, 

May watchful angels ever guard my queen ; - 

May healing wisdom in her counsels reign, | 

And firm fidelity surround her throne: . 190 

May victory her dreaded banners bear, 4 

And joyful conquests crown her soldier's brow ; 

Let every bliss be mingled in her cup, 

And Heaven at last become her great reward! [ Exit, 
enn, · - 

And yet foreboding tremors ada my heart. 

Something sits heavy here, and pregses down 

My spirits with its weight. What can it mean? 

Suppose he is condemn'd ; my royal word 

Is plighted for his life; his enemies, „ 

No. doubt, will censure much. - No matter; let em; 

I know him honest, and despise their malice. 

„ Unhappy'state,, where mercy and compassion 

« Too often meet with clamour and reproach ! 

« But princes must endure, for public good, 

The narrow censures of misguiding crowds. ” 


7 fow Countess of RUTLAND. 
Rut. Where is the queen? I'll fall before her feet 
Prostrate, implore, besiege her royal ago 
And force her to forgive. 
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Qu. What means this frenzy? | 210 

Rut. Oh, gracious queen, if ever pity touch'd | 
Your generous breast, let not the cruel axe 
Destroy his precious life; preserve my Essex, 
4 Preserve, from shameful death, the noble, loyal, 
«© Oh, save the brave, the best of subjects. — Save“ 
My life, my hope, my joy, my all,“ my husband! 

Qu. Husband! What sudden deadly blow is this! 
Hold up, my soul, nor sink beneath this wound. 
You beg a traitor's life ! | 

Rut. Oh, gracious queen! 220 
He ever lov*d—yas ever faithful, brave 1 5 
If nature dwells about your heart, Oh, spurn 
Me not! My lord, my love, my husband bleeds 

Qu. Take her away. | 

Rut. I cannot let you go. 
«« Hold off your hands”—Here on this 5pot PII fix, 
Here lose all sense. Still let me stretch these arms, 
Inexorable queen ! he yet may live. 
Oh, give him to my poor afflicted heart! | | 
One pitying look, to save me from distraction. 230 

Au. Vilhear no more. I'm tortur'd take her hence. 
Fut. Nay, force me not away. — Inhuman wretches! | 

Oh, mercy, mercy - Then to thee, good Heav'n, 
(My queen, my cruel queen, denies to hear me) 
To thee I call, to thee for mercy bend. 
Melt down her bosom's frozen sense to feel 
Some portion of my deadly grief, my fell! 
Dis traction. Turn, Oh, turn, and see a vil 
A tortur'd wife 

Lu. Why am I not obey'd ? „ 240 

Rut. Nay, do not thus 0 . | 
Abandon. me to fell despair. just Heaven, 
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That sees my sorrows, will avenge the wrong, | | 
This cruel wrong, this barbarous tyranny.  - [Forced off. 
Au. Wedded to Rutland! Most unhappy pair | 

And, oh, ill-fated queen! Never till now * 

Did sorrow settle in my heart its throne. 

Now black despair its cloudy curtain draws 

Around thy setting peace, where joy, alas! | 
No more shall dawn, nor smiling hope return. 250 
Recall my pledge of safety from his hands, | 
And give him up to death !—But life or death 

To me is equal now. Distraction dwells 

« Within my torturꝰd soul, and furies rend it.“ 

Unhappy stats, where peace shall never come! 

One fatal moment has confirm*d my doom, 

Turn'd all my comforts to intestine strife, ; 
And filPd with mortal pangs my future life, [ Exit, 


tf. 


ACT. V. SCENE I. 
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Enter Ra Ein and Lieutenant of the Tower, | 


| Raleigh. 
Taxis pe 3 with much indulgence, heard their ha | 
And gave them ample scope for their defence ; | 
But nought avail'd, their crimes were too notorious. 
They bore their sentence with becoming spirit; 
And here's the royal mandate for their deaths. | 
The lady Nottingham! — What brings her hither ? 


Enter Lady NotTiN GHAM.. 
Net. Lieutenant, lead me to the earl of Essex, 
I bring a message to him from the queen. 
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Lieut, He's with his friend, the brave 3 
madam, | 
Preparing now for his . fate. | 10 
But I'll acquaint his lordship with your pleasure. [ Exit. 
Ral. What means this message ? Does the queen relent ? 
Not. I fear she does: for such a war of passions, | 
« Such varying tumults never strove within 
«« Her breast till now. Sometimes she rails at Essex, 
« And calls him villain, traitor, dooms him dead 3 
% Vet, in a moment, turns again to pity. 
« At length she sent me to the ungrateful earl, 
« To learn if he could offer aught that might 
« Induce her royal mercy to forgiveness. _ 20 1 
Go you to court, for Cecil there expects you. | - = 
I've promis'd to acquaint him with what passes R's 
Twixt me and Essex ere I see the queen. : 
Ral. Madam, I go. | e ee 
Nor. Now, vengeance, steel my heart ! - 
Offended woman, whilst her pride remains, 
To malice only and revenge will bow, 
And every virtue at that altar sacrifice. 
But see, he comes, with manly sorrow clad. _ | 
There was a time, that presence cou'd subdue 30 
My pride, and melt my heart to gentle pity. 
F then could find no joy but in his smiles; 
And thought him lovely as the summer's bloom; 
But all his beauties are now hateful grown. 


Enter Ess kx. | 1 5 3 i 
Ener. Whether you bring me death or life I know not. 155 
But, if strict friendship and remembrance past 
May aught presage to my afflicted heart, 
Sure mercy only from those lips should flow, 
And grace be utter'd from that friendly tongue. 
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Net. My lord, I'm glad you think me still your friend. 
I come not to upbraid, but serve you now; - 41 
And pleas'd I am to be the messenger | 
Of such glad tidings, in the day of trouble, | 
As now I bring you. When the queen had heard 
That by the lords you were condemn'd to die, 
She sent me, in her mercy, here, to know 
If you had aught to offer that might move 
Her royal clemency to spare your life. 

Essex., Could any circumstance new lustre add | 
To my dread sovereign's goodness, 'tis the making 50 
The kind, the generous Nottingham its messenger. 


Oh, madam ! could my glowing heart express 


Its grateful sentiments, twould speak such language 
As angels utter, when they praise their Maker. 

Not. *Tis well, my lord; but there's no time to Spare, 
The queen impatient waits for my return. 

Eier. My heart was wishing for some faithful friend, - 
And bounteous Heav'n hath sent thee to my hopes. 
Know then, kind Nottingham, for now I'll trust | 
Thee with the dearest secret of my life; 60 
*Tis not long since the queen (who well foresaw ä 
To what the malice of my foes would drive me) 
Gave me this ring, this sacred pledge of mercy ; 


And with it made a solenin vow to Heav'n, 


That, whensoever I should give or send 
It back again, she'd freely grant whate'er 
Request I then shou'd make. 

Net. Give, give it me, 


My lord, and let me fly on friendship's wings 


To bear it to the queen, and to it add 70 
My prayers and influence to preserve thy liſe. | | 
Esﬀex. O! take it then—it is the pledge of life, 


The precious spring that drives my vital stream 
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Around, and keeps my heart still warm: © it is 
« The door of breath, the hope of joy, the shield 
« Of friendship.”—O! it is my dear Southampton's 
Last, last remaining stay, his thread of being, 
Which more than words I prize.—O, take it then, 
Take it, thou guardian angel of my life, 
And offer up the incense of my pray'r ! 
O beg, intreat, implore her majesty, 
From public shame, and ignominious death, 
And from th' obdurate axe, to save my friend. 
. Net. My lord, with all the powers that nature gave, 
And friendship can inspire, I'll urge the queen 
To grant you your request. 

Esex. Kind Nottingham, 
Your pious offices shall ever be 
My fervent theme; and if my doubtful span 
Relenting Heav'n should stretch to years remote, 
Each passing hour shall still remind my thoughts, 
And tell me that I owe my all to thee: 
My friend shall thank you too for lengthen'd life. 
And now I fly with comfort to his arms, 
To let him know the mercy that you bring. 
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go 


; [ Exit. ' 


« Not. Yes, you shall feel my friendship's weight fall heavy 


Upon your guilty soul, ungrateful man! 
« Your false, disdainful heart shall pay the fine 


« Of love neglected, and of beauty scorn'd.” [ Exit. 
SCENE II. 
The Court. Enter Qu EBEN and BURLEIGH. 


Qu. Ha! is not Nottingham ena ? 
Bur. 1 madam. 
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24. Dispatch a speedy messenger to haste her. 
My agitated heart can find no rest. 
So near the brink of fate - unhappy man 


Enter Nor TIN HAM. 


How now, my Nottingham, what news from Essex? 


What says the earl? 
Not. I wish, with all my soul, 
Th' ungrateful task had been another's lot. 
I dread to tell it—lost, ill-fated man ! 
Qu. What means this mystery, this strange behaviour? 
Pronounce - declare at once; what said the earl? 111 
Mot. Alas, my queen, I fear to say; his mind 
Is in the strangest mood, that ever pride 
On blackest thoughts begot. He scarce would peak; 
And when he did, it was with sullenness, 
With hasty tone, and down-cast look. 
24. Amazing! 
Not feel the terrors of approaching death! 
Nor yet the joyful dawn of promis'd life ! 
Not. He rather seem'd insensible to both, 120 


And with a cold indifference heard your offer; 


Till warming up, by slow degrees, resentment 
Began to swell his restless, haughty mind, 
And proud disdain provok'd him to exclaim 
Aloud, against the partial power of fortune, 
And faction's rage. I begg'd him to consider 
His sad condition, nor repulse with scorn 
The only hand that could preserve him. 

2%. Ha! 


What! Said he nothing of a private import? | J FA 


No circumstance - no 3 ey ? 
Not. None, Ee es 
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But with contemptuous front disclaim'd at once 
Your proffer'd grace; and scorn'd he said, a life 
Upon such terms bestow'd. 

24, Impossible! 
Could Essex treat me thus? Vou basely wrong him, 
And wrest his meaning from the purpos'd point. 
Recall betimes the horrid words you've utter'd ; 
Confess, and own the whole you've said was false. 

Net. Madam, by truth, and duty both compell'd, 
Against the pleadings of my pitying soul, 
I must declare (Heav'n knows with what reluctance) 
That never pride insulted mercy more. 
He ran o'er all the dangers he had past; ; 
His mighty deeds ; his service to the state; 
Accus'd your majesty of partial leaning 
To favourite lords, to whom he falls a sacrifice ; 
Appeals to justice, and to future times, 
How much he feels from proud oppression's arm: 
' Nay, something too he darkly hinted at, 
Of jealous disappointment, and revenge. 
Qu. Eternal silence seal thy venom'd lips! 
What hast thou utter'd, wretch, to rouze at once 
A whirlwind in my soul, which roots 85 pity, 


And destroys my peace ? 
« Hal he defies me then! Audacious traitor !” 
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Let him this instant to the block be led. [Exit Not. 


Upbraid me with my fatal fondness for him 
Ungrateful, barbarous ruffian ! Oh, Elizabeth! 


| Remember now thy long establish'd fame, 


Thy envy'd glory, and thy father's spirit. 
Accuse me of injustice too, and cruelty ! 

Yes, Ill this instant to the Tower, forget 
My regal state, and to his face confront him: 


160 
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Confound th' audacious villain with my presence, 
And add new pleasures to the uplifted axe. [Exit 


SCENE III. 


The Tower. Es58x and SOUTHAMPTON Sirivoured. 


Esser. Oh, name it not! my friend shall live, he Shall ; 
I know her royal mercy, and her goodness, | 
Will give you back to life, to length of days, 170 
And me to honour, loyalty, and truth. | 
Death is still distant far. 
South. In life's first spring 
Our green affections grew apace and prosper'd ; 
The genial summer swell'd our joyful hearts, 
To meet and mix each growing fruitful wish. 
We're now embark'd upon that stormy flood 
Where all the wise and brave are gone before us, 
Ere since the birth of time, to meet eternity. 
And what is death, did we consider right? 180 
Shall we, who sought him in the paths of terror, 
And fac'd him in the dreadful walks of war, 
Shall we astonish'd shrink, like frighted infants, 
And start at scaffolds, and their gloomy trappings ? 
Enex. Vet, still I trust long years remain of friendship. 
Let smiling hope drive doubt and fear away, 
And death be banish'd far; where creeping age, 
Disease, and care, invite him to their dwelling. 
I feel assurance rise within my breast, | MEE 
That all will yet be well. | 190 
South. Count not on hope 
We never can wake n my friend, of life, | 


— 
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On nobler terms. Life! what is life? A shadow! 

Its date is but th* immediate breath we draw; 

Nor have we surety for a second gale ; 

Ten thousand accidents in ambush lie 

For the embody'd dream. 

A frail and fickle tenement it is, 

Which, like the brittle glass that measures time, 

Is often broke, ere half its sands are run. 200 
Essex. Such cold philosophy the heart disdains, 

And friendship shudders at the moral tale. 

My friend, the fearful precipice is past, 

And danger dare not meet us more. Fly swift, 

Ye better angels, waft the welcome tidings 

Of pardon to my friend ; of life and joy. 


Enter Lieutenant. 


Lieut. I grieve to be the messenger of woe, 
But must, my lords, intreat you to prepare 
For instant death. Here is the royal mandate 
That orders your immediate execution. 210 

Estex. Immediate execution What, so chdden,! 

No message from the queen, or Nottingham ? 

Lieut, None, sir. 

Essex. Deluded hopes! Oh, worse than death ! 
Perfidious queen, to make a mock of life ! 

My friend, my friend destroy'd ! Oh ! piercing thought ! 
Oh, dismal chance! —In my destruction ruin'd ! 
In my sad fall undone ! Why could not mine, 
My life atone for both ; my blood appease ? | | 
Can you, my friend, forgive me ? , 220 
Saut. Ves, O yes, WO 

My bosom's better half, I can. With thee, 
I'll gladly seek the coast unknown, and leave 


58 THE EARL OF ESSEX, 48 * 


The lessening mark of irksome life behind. 
With thee, my friend, *tis joy to die ! *tis glory ! 
For who would wait thetardy stroke of time, 
Or cling, like reptiles, to the verge of being, 
When we can bravely leap from life at once, 
And spring triumphant in a friend's embrace. 


"Enter RALEIGH. 


Kal. To you, my lord Southampton, from the queen 230 
A pardon comes: your life her mercy spares. 
Essex. For ever blest be that indulgent power 
Which saves my friend! This weight taken off, my soul 
Shall upward spring, and mingle with the blest. 
South. All- ruling Heavens can this, can this be just ? 
Support me; hold, ye straining heartstrings, hold, 
And keep my sinking frame from dissolution. 
Od, *tis too much for mortal strength to bear, 
Or thought to suffer! No, I'II die with thee. 
They shall not part us, Essex. | | | 240 
Esex. Live, Oh, live, ; oh 
Thou noblest, bravest, best of men and friends, 
Whilst life is worth thy wish, till time and thou 
Agree to part, and nature send thee to me; 
Thou gen'rous soul, farewell !—Live, and be happy; 
And, Oh! may life make largely up to thee 
Whatever blessing fate has thus cut off 
From thy departing friend! 
Lieut. My lord, my warrant | 
Strictly forbids to grant a moment's time. £ 250 
South. Oh, must we part for ever ?: Cruel dete! | 
Wilt thou then tear him hence? . Severe divorce ! ow 
Let mecling round thy sacred person still, 
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Still clasp thee to my bosom Closn, and keep 
Stern fate at distance. 
Essex. Oh, my friend, we'll meet 
Again, where virtue finds a just reward, 
Where factious malice never more can reach us. 
Recall thy reason, be thyself once more.— 
I fear it not. This hideous monster, death, 260 
When seen at distance, shocks weak nature's eye; | 
But reason, as it draws more near, defies it.— 
I thank thy sorrows, but cou'd spare em now. 
I need not bid thee guard my fame from wrongs : 
And, Oh! a dearer treasure to thy care 
I trust, than either life or fame—my wife ! 
Her bitter sorrows pierce my soul; for her 
My heart drops blood !—Oh, she will want a friend! 
Then take her to thy care; do thou pour balm 
On her deep-wounded spirit, and let her find 270 
My tender helps in thee, —I must be gone, 
My ever faithful, and my gallant friend, — _ 
I pr'ythee leave this woman's work.—Farewell |— 
Take this last, dear embrace.——Farewell for ever! 


South. My bursting breast! I fain would speak, but words 


Are poor—— Farewell! 
But we shall meet again, embrace in one 


Eternal band, which never shall be loos'd. | [ Exit, 
Essex. To death's concluding stroke, lead on, Lieutenant. 
My wife !--Now reason, fortitude, support me * 


For now, indeed, comes on my sorest trial. 


Enter REES of Ru TLAN D. 


Oh, thou last, dear reserve of fortune's malice! - 
For fate can add no more—Oh, com'st thou then 
In this dread hour, when all my straining thoughts 
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Are struggling in the tenderest ties of nature! 
Oh, com'st thou now t' arrest my parting soul, 
And force it back to life! 
Rut. Thou sole delight, 
Thou only joy which life cou'd ever give, 
Or death deprive me of; my wedded lord! | 290 
I come, with thee determin'd to endure | | 
The utmost rigour of our angry stars; 
To join thee, fearless, in the grasp of death, 
And seek some dwelling in a world beyond it. | 
Es5ex. Too much, thou partner of this dismal hour, 
Thy gen'rous soul would prompt thee to endure; 
' Nor can thy tender, trembling heart sustain it. 
Long years of bliss remain in store for thee ; 
And smiling time his treasures shall unfold 
To bribe thy stay | | | 300 

Rut. Thou cruel comforter! | | 

Alas! what's life, what's hated life to me: 

« Can aught beneath this starry hemisphere, 

6c 3 earth's extent, and nature's wealth can yield, 
© Which proud ambition stretches to enjoy, 

« Or passion pants for, recompense thy loss ?“ 

Alas! this universe, this goodly frame, 

Shall all as one continued curse appear, 

And every object blast, when thou art gone. 

Ester. Oh, strain not thus the little strength I've left, 
The weak support that holds up life, to bear „„ 
A few short moments more, its weight of woe, 1 
Its loss of thee. Ob, turn away those eyes, 

Nor with that look melt down my fix'd resolve; 
And yet a little longer let me gaze 

On that lov'd form. Alas! I feel my sight 
Grows dim, and reason from her throne retires ; 
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For pity's sake, let go my breaking heart, 
And leave me to my fate. 
Rur. Why wilt thou still 320 
Of parting talk, since life its thousand gates 
Unbars to let us through together 7 Death 
« Is but a step that reaches to eternity.“ 
Oh, that the friendly hand of Heav'n wou'd snatch 
Us both at once, above the distant stars, | 
Where fortune's venom'd shafts can never pierce, 
Nor cruel queens destroy“ Nay, look not so.“ 
Ester. The awful Searcher, whose impartial eye 
Explores the secrets of each human heart, 
And every thought surveys, can witness for me, 330 
How close thy i image clings around my soul: | 
Retards each rising wish, and draws me back 
To life, entangled by that lov'd idea. 
When fell necessity those ties shall break, 
For quickly break they must when I from earth 
On faith's white angel wings to Heaven shall soar, 
Thy lasting form shall still my mind possess, | | 7 
Where bliss supreme each faculty o' erwhelms, | # 
And raptur'd angels glow. | | | 4 
Lieut, My lord, * the time | 340 i 
« Too far is stretch'd ;*” it now grows late. | 
Essex. Lead on. | | | 
Rut. Stay, stay, my love ! my dearest, dying lord ! | 4 
Ah, whither would'st thou go? Ah, do not leave me! 
Alas! I'll hasten to attend your flight! | 
And nature gives consent we should not part. 
I feel each faculty for fate prepare, „ 
And my quick soul wou'd fain set out before you. 
Oh, precious pangs !—Oh, dear distress ! still closer 
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« To thy quick throbbing heart let mine complain, 350 
« And on thy labouring bosom breathe my last!“ | Faints. 
Essex. Thou sinking excellence! thou matchless woman! 

Shall fortune rob me of thy dear embrace, 
Or earth's whole power, or death divide us now! 
Stay, stay, thou spotless, injur'd saint, and take— 
Lieut, My lord, already you have been indulg*d 
Beyond what I can warrant by my orders. - 
Eser. Oh, let me on her dying bosom fall, 
Embrace her spotless form !—One moment more 
Afford me to my sorrows Oh, look there 360 
Could bitter anguish pierce your heart, like mine, 
You'd pity now the mortal pangs I feel, 
The throbs that tear my vital strings away, 
And rend my agonizing soul. | 

Lieut. My lord— 

_ £s5ex. But one short moment, and I will 9 
Ve sacred ministers, that virtue guard, 

And shield the righteous in the paths of peril, 

Restore her back to life, and lengthen'd years 

Of joy; dry up her bleeding sorrows all! ; 370 
Oh, cancel from her thoughts this dismal hour, | 
And blot my mene from her sad remembrance ! 

"Tis done, ' | . 

And now, ye trembling cords of life, give way : 

Nature and; time, let go your hold; eternity 

Demands me. I [ Exeunt Essex and . 

« Jem. She returns to life l see help!“ 

Rut. Where has my lost, benighted soul been wand' ring? 
What means this mist that hangs about my mind, 
Thro* which reflection's painful eye discerns 2380 
Imperfect forms, and horrid shapes of woe ! 

The cloud dispels, the shades withdraw, and all 
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My dreadful fate appears,—Oh, where's my lord, 
My life! my Essex! Oh, whither have they ta'en him! 


Enter QUEEN and Attendants. 


Qu. To execution! Fly with lightning's wing, 
And save him. Ha! by whose command was this? 
«« Stop, stop the fatal blow. My fears were true.“ 
[Exit one of the Attendants. 
Kut. Thou saving angel, sent from Heay'n | my queen, 
My gracious queen, © be quick !—the bloody Burleigh ! 
* A moment may destroy him ! Stretch thy arm, 390 
% Defend, defend!“ O, snatch him from the blow! 
Preserve my husband! O, Elizabeth, 
% Look down upon me. Angels move her heart 
« To pity; save him, save him, gracious queen!“ 
2%. Be calm, he shall not die. Rise up. 1 came 
To save his life. 5 
Rut. *Tis mercy's voice that speaks. 
My Essex shall again be mine. My queen, 
My bounteous, gracious queen, has said the word. 
May troops of angels guard thy sacred life, 400 
And, in thy latest moments, waft thy soul 
Joo meet that mercy in the realms of joy, 
Which now thy royal goodness grants to me! 


Enter BURLEIGH. 


Zur. Madam, your orders came, alas! too late. 
Ere they arriv'd the axe had fallen on Essex. | 
ERut. Ha! dead! What hell is this that opens round me? 
| What fiend art thou that draws the horrid scene ? | 
Ah, Burleigh ! bloody murd'rer, where's my husband! 
% Oh! where's my lord, my Essex?“ 
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Destruction seize and madness rend my brain 
See, see, they bend him to the fatal block ; 


Now, now the horrid axe is lifted high, 

It falls, it falls; he bleeds, he bleeds; he dies! 
Qu. Alas, her sorrows pierce my suffering heart, 
Rut. Eternal discord, tear the social world, 

« And nature's laws dissolve ! expunge, erase 

« The hiated marks of time's engraving hand, 

« And every trace destroy !” Arise, despair, 

« Assert thy rightful claim,“ possess me all! 

Bear, bear me to my murder'd lord, to clasp 

His bleeding body in my dying arms, 

And in the tomb embrace his dear remains, 


And mingle with his dust for ever. 


Qu. Hapless woman! | 
She shall henceforth be partner of my sorrows; 


And we'll contend who most shall weep for Essex. | 


Oh, quick to kill, and ready to destroy, 
Cou'd no pretext be found, no cause appear, 
To lengthen mercy out a moment more, 


And stretch the span of grace? Oh, cruel Burleigh ! f 


This, this was thy dark work, unpitying man ! 


420 


; [Exit, 


[To Bur. 
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Bur. My gracious mistress, blame not thus my duty, 


My firm obedience to your high command. 


The laws condemn'd him first to die : nor think 


I stood between your mercy and his life. 
It was the lady Nottingham, not I. 
Herself confess'd it all in wild despair, 
That from your majesty to Essex sent, 


With terms of proffer'd grace, she then receiv'd 


From his own hand a fatal ring, a pledge 
It seems of much importance, which the earl 
With earnest suit, and warm entreaty, begg'd her, 
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As she would prize his life, to give your majesty. 
In this she fail'd—in this she murder'd Essex. 
24. Oh, barbarous woman! 
Surrounded still by treachery and fraud ! 
«© What bloody deed is this! Thou injur'd Essex! 1% 
My fame is soil'd to all Succeeding times: 
But Heaven alone can view my breaking heart's” 
Then let its will be done. : 
From hence, let proud, resisting mortals know 
The arm parental, and the indulgent blow. 
To Heaven's corrective rod submissive bend; 
Adore its wisdom, on its power depend ; 
Whilst ruling justice guides eternal sway, 
Let nature tremble, and let man obey. 
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EPILOGUE. 


BY AN UNKNOWN HAND, 


Spoken originally by Mrs. CI EBER. 


— 


News! FG good folks, rare news, and you Shall 


ROW it.— 
Pee got intelligence about our poet. 
Who do you think he is ?*=Yow'll never guess; 


An Irich Bricklayer, neither more nor less. 


And now the secret*s out, you cannot wonder, 
That in commencing bard he made a blunder. 
Has he not left the better for the worse, 

In quitting solid brick for empty werse ? 

Can he believe th? example of Old Ben, 


] bo chang'd, like him, the trowel for the pen, 


Will in his favour move your critic bowels ? —— po 


| You rather aui nb, most poets pens were trowels. 


One man is honest, sensible, and plain, 
Nor has the poet made him pert, in vain : 


M beau, no courtier, nor conceited youth ; 
But then x0 rude, be always speaks the truth 


J told him he must flatter, learn address, 
And gain the heart of tome rich patroness : 


Tis abe, snid I, your labeurs will reward, 


F you but join the bricklayer awith the bard ; 

As th hould he be old and worse for wear, 
You must new-case her, front her, and repair; 

If crack*d in fame, as scarce to bear a touch, 


7 ou cannot use # your trowel then too much ; 


- x 
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In short, aubate er her morals, age, or station, 
Plaister and white-wash in your dedication. 
| Thus 1 advis'd—but he detests the plan 
What can be done with such a simple man? 
A poet's nothing worth and nought availing, 
Unless he'll furnish where there is a failing. 
Authors in these good times are made and us d, 
To grant these favours nature has refus'd. 
Tf he won't fib, what bounty can he crave ? 
We pay for what we want, not what wwe have. 
Nay, tho? of every blessing we have store, 
Our sex will always wich——a little nore. 
I hell not bend his heart to this his duty, 
And gell, to who will buy, wit, honour, beauty ; 
T he bricklayer till for him the proper trade is, 
Too rough to deal with gentlemen and ladies. 
In short, they'll all avoid him, and negle& him, 
 Unless that you, his patrons, will protef him. 


e 


THE END. | / 
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ME DEA. 


Tuts is the last produced of four plays by different authors 
upon the same subject. For those previous to the present, it 
is enough to stile them bad translations of a bad original 
they are all from Sk ECA. | | 


Mr. GLoveRr however has taken a scope less servile and 
better suĩted to his powers; for though he has kept Sx ECA 
constantly in his eye, yet his poem bears very frequent marks 


of originality and skill. 


It does not in truth appear designed for the stage under 
our present modes of thinking, retaining so much of the 
declamatory sentiment and the unmanageable chorus of Sz- 
NECA,—We do not recolleEt its performance more than for 
the benefits of an ACTRESs. of. great merit—the late Mrs. 


YATES. 


In the closet it will give pleasure to such as are fond of the 
Ancient DRAMA; a Greek subject in the dress of a Roman 
poet, modernized a little by an English writer of considerable 

merit. | 8 85 1 
— — — = — 


| THOUGH wild our theme, the ou historian's page 


Hath sand iſy' d the tale through evꝰ ry age. 
| Who hath not heard of Argo gent from Greece, 
Of Favon's labours for the golden fleece, 
And fond Meadea's ill-requited aid 
To that false hero, who his vows betray 4 
In ev'ry clime, where learned Mutes reign, 
The stage hath known Medea's mournful strain * 
Hlatb giv'n the flying car, and magic rod, 
To ber, th avowed dexcendant of a god. 


The ctormf of trouble, which ais the great, 
5 Trath private life to prize its tranquil state. 


That truth tht moral of our fable chows 


Tos awell in scenes of unexampled wwoes, 


Which here will ravage an exalted breast, © 
Of merit conscious, and with chame opprest ; 


I here love and fury, grief and madness join d, 


Oerturm the structure of a godlike minus. 
Por, wisdom, science, and her birth divine, | 
In vain to shield her from distress combine : 
Nor wiedom, pon r, nor science yield relief 3 
Her potent wand can vanguinb all but grief 
Ia wain her winged chariot sweeps the air, 


To bun that mighty arena, Despair. 


The charaftrs and pastions hence expreit, 
Are all cubmitted to the feeling breast ; 


Let ancient story Jury the rest. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 
DRURT. LANE, ö 
Jazon,. > „„ „Mr. Smith. 


Eso, © © - — — - Mr. Palmer. 
Crxxon, - — „ — — — Mr. Bensley. 
nn - + <= - < Mr. en- 


Fit Colchian, — - - - - Mr. Packer. 


Firs Cofinthian, | 4 | W. Griffiths 
—. V, t > Mr. Tater /- 
TrrzAno, . „Mrs. Hopkins. 


Hz crx, - - <> > * » Mr. Bran. 


Colchians, Phzacians, Thessallane, and Corinthians. 


2 Scznr, in the citadel' of Corinth, between a grove sacred to Juno, and the 


ral palace, with a distant prospect of the sea. 
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et reiben wor, Tazaxo advancing Fei oy engl of 
g Juno: 


 Lycander: 

Taar 3 9 * all rever d and lord: 
Moves from the temple. On her pensive bro 
Sits holy care with gentleness and grace, 
Whose placid beams humanity reveal. 
She stops contemplating the sea. Theang— 
Why with that musing aspect tow'rd the main f 
Stand'st thou regardless of thy brother's —— | 
Thea, Imperial Juno in an awful vision, 1 2c 
This morn presented to my wond'ring sight ine 1 
The shapes of strangers by distress pursu'd ; e 
Whom to the refuge of this holy place 
I must receive obedient to her charge: 
And lo! a vessel turns her qu”. 97m 
To Corinth's harbour. . 

e. Ten well-meavur'd kes 
| of her swift oars will reach the shore below: 

But hear my errand. Creon knows, thy altar 
Unclad with garlands still, proclaims thy firmness - 


38> 
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Against his daughter's marriage, then prepare P.. > . | 
Thy hallow'd eye to meet his threat'ning brow; 2; 2p 


Fence thy cliaste ear against his impious vaunts, 
Which urge th* example of Almighty Jore | : 
For his own thirst of empire. a 


Thea. Say to Creon, 
Kings should aspire to imitate the das, 


Not in their pow'r, but goodness; human virtues © x 


More nigh to Heav'n's perfection may be rais'd, 
Than human grandeur : Jove derides the toil 
Of mortal pow'r, but smiles on righteous deeds. 
Hr. Thus would I speak, Theano, could my words 30 


And thoughts be tun'd in harmony like thine; 


But danger breaks that union in à palace, 
And strains the tongue to discord with the heart: 


Then pacify thy goddess, when the king 


Exacts my service, if discretion wears füt eee 
A mask of duty; kindly thou impute ee 2940 


Blame to my station, and absolve Lycander.” = 


But look ; yon vessel hath discharg'd its axon 


Who climb the hill with aged steps and slow. 


Nay, turn thy eyes: a second troop of eue e enn 
March through the city. Sable is their garb, W 
Their mien 4 ge. This demands we care. 


ö 4 LR | ” 4 9 5 
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| | | Ea, Colchians,. . ef bY "In 
Thea. What forms are these? All potent beate 67 e 


I feel thee now; my vision is accomplish'd. 


15. Cole. O thou, whey seem'st _=_ puardian of we 
shades, js 


Which from the isthmus:shew their Swing gromth, 
: is sailor's guide N dnn double _ 
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permit an humble stranger to enquire, 


What pow'r is worshipp'd here. 3243 oi 
Thea. The very garb! | ; 
5 The figures painted in my recent vision! LAtide. 


Thy feet, O stranger, stand on sacred earth. 
These shades enclose the venerable fane 
Erected there to hymeneal Juno, 
Whose presence guards the citadel of Corinth. 
17. Colc. Then let us lift our suppliant voĩce unblam'd, 
. That in the refuge of this hallow'd _—_ 
Our exil'd feet may rest. | 
Thea. Your suit is granted, 30 
So wills the pow'r inhabiting that temple. | 1 
And say, ye favour'd of connubial Juno, 
What are your names and country ? 
15. Colc. From the banks 
Of distant Phasis, and the Euxine wave, 
Lost to our native mansions, are we come, ? 
Ill-guided Colchians, to the walls of Corinth, ;E 
On king Zetes? daughter we attend, 
That boast of Asia, to the sun ally'd, | 
To Hecate and Circe, more illustrious = —- 70 
In her own virtues, for her wisdom known | 
Through every clime, the all-endow'd Medea. 
Thea, Where is your princess ? 
15t Colc. In that anchor'd bark, | 
Which to your haven from Tolcos sail'd; 
Where, on his specious embassy to Creon, 
Her husband left her on a lonely pillow. 7 
| At length, impatient of his tedious absence, 
She and her sons have brav'd th* unsparing deep. 5 
Thea. Yet more unsparing than un man. 30 


So will this daughter of afflition' find, 


When her sad feet are planted on this shore. 


208 b 
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1 Colc. How swift are evil tidings! While our keel 
But lightly touch'd that well-frequented strand, 
We heard, th* ungrateful Jason would divorce her, 
This day, to wed the daughter of yout monarch. 

Thea. If Heay'n prevent not. Through the solemn chade 
Direct thy view. That high-rais'd altar note 
Close by the fountain. Thither lead your een | | 
This is a refuges which no regal pride 99 
High-swoll'n with pow'r, nor multitude inflam d 12 5 
By madding discord, nor invader's r 
Have &er profan'd. Return. Yon palace e 1 Ji 
No friend of yours approaches. It is Cron. 

Thou too be present, goddess, and illumine 
The earth- born n of * Servant's mind: | 
ih eie Lene, Colchians 


Ener Cngon; 1 


Comms Why 4 os paint Medea's woes eue a 1 
A king should lift his steady front on high, pl 


And, while he gazes on the radiant throne, . | a att 6 
Where bright ambition sits amid the stars, 1e 


The hopes, the fears, the miseries of others 
Pass by unheeded in his contemplation wet ah 
| Art thou come forthwith mon il amen d looks 90 1 3 
To blast the public festival? e 200, ee ee 
Thea. Howl, howl, 64d, 
Deluded city; banish from ee 7 3 
The genial banquet; fill thy streets with mourners » 9 1870 
To celebrate in notes of lamentation 1 br ES 871 
A nuptial day offensive to the gods. 7 5h 
Creon. Think*st thou; thy 1 can TY 
To countera@ the high designs of kings - 
Go, and with bridal chaplets deck thy « Fi | BY 5 50 


8 a 
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Lest thou provoke me to confound thy pride : 
Elate with wreaths of sanctity in vain, 


Thea. Not that the holy fillet binds my temples, 


Not, that before the altar I present 

The public victim, or a nation's vows 

By me are usher'd to th? eternal thrones, 
Misjudging monarch, is my heart elate 

It is, that virtue owris me for her servant. 
Benevolence and pity guide my will, | 
Beneficence and charity my deeds. 


Ev'n now, though deem'd importunate and proud, 


My soul bows down in heaviness for Creon, 
And at his danger sighs in mournful warnings. 

. Creon, Repeat thy warnings to the coward's ear. 
My danger! A 

Thea, From that goddess, who inspir'd 
The Colchian princess to desert her father, 
To aid the Grecian heroes, and restore 
Our lost possessions of the golden fleece. 


The voice of loud complaint from are beach 6 


Already strikes her ear. Medea | 
- Crevxe. Hal 
What of Medea? | 8 

Thin Is arriw'd in Corinth. : 

Creon. Arriv'd! . 

Mea. She and her ith; to a 
A husband and a father in that prince 
Whom thou hast destin'd to Creiisa's bed. 
Ct. Thou, who obtain'st infinity of pow'r, 
Lord of Olympus, king of gods and men, 
Dost thou regard thy sceptred sons below ? + 
Say, shall a female hand o'erturn the basis 
Which I am founding to enlarge my sway * 


- 
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If so, resume the diadem I wear; 
Its scanty circle I reje& with corn. 
Tybea. Ye winds, disperse impieties like thus F 
Nor let their sound profane the heav'nly threshold. 
Ctreon. Hence to thy temple... | 
Thea. Thou defy*st not me, 
But her, whose awful presence fills that temple... 
Imperfe& victims, inauspicious off rings, 
And sounds portentous have forboded long 
Her high displeasure. Her apparent form 
Stood near my pillow at the op'ning dawn, 
And strictly charg'd me to receive this stranger. 
Think too, what lofty science arms es 5 > 
With more than nature's force, | | 
Creon. I think it false, „ OD - 
And all the fabled wonders of her 8 | 1 d 
Thy legends too of inauspicious off rings, 
Amperfect victims, and portentous sounds, 
What priests may rab. and a king ne 
Hence to the temple . 
Thea. Farewell, rash prince. My duty i is dscharg d. TY 
Creon. Stay. Dost thou mean to give this Colchian me ? 
Thea. Can I dispute a deity's junction? 
Creon, Go, dream again; procure some wiser vision, 
Which n * to avoid my b., 170 
| | A [Exit Theano. 


| 
7") | Enter L'YCANDER. | 


 Creon. Where hast thou loiter'd to conceal thi arrival. 
) 55 this accurst enchantress, and the purpose 5 
Of thy rebellious sister to protect her 
Lyc. My lord, these tidings are to me unknown 1 
But further news of * import I bear. | 


„„ AE DEA. 
Iolchian son, Jason's royal sire, 


Advancing now, anticipates this notice. 1 3 


Enter Eso N, wich Thessalians in PR NS 


Con Thrice hail ! my double brother. Do I owe 


Thy timely presence to our ancient friendship, 
Or to th? alarm, Medea's flight might raise, 
Who scarce precedes thy fortunate appearance? 
My sudden joy o' erlook'd that dusky robe. 


At. It suits my fortune. Heavy with — 


9 


My weary feet are banish'd from Iolcos. 
How my fell brother, Pelias, that usurper 
Of my paternal sway, was foil'd and slain, 
Thou know'st. His son retreated into Thrace; 
Whence he hath pour'd a savage host of e, 
With unexpected inroad, and so rapid, 
That instant flight alone presery'd thy friend, 
Thy suppliant now for aid. 
| Creon, Dismiss thy cares. | 
Soon shall thy warlike son display his 3 | 
Extend my frontier, and recover thine, | 
More of thy fortunes shalt thou tell hereafter ; 
But give to gladness this selected day 
Of Jason's nuptials. 5 
s.. Nobly thou reliev'se | 
| A king's distress. Now _— 1 eng 
Lead me to Jason. | 
Creon. Follow to my palace, 
Lyc. He is not there. 
Creon. What say'st thou? 
Doc. On the sands | 
Alone with melancholy pace he treads, Lk 
As I but now w desery d him from this rock. 
Q 


13 
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This very morning to espouse Creüsa. 


Removes all doubts. Lycander, find the prince. 


Once see Medea! 


«© She wields resistless arguments; her words 
| My sight, acquainted with her haughty steps, 


And elevation o' er that weeping train, 


MEDEAs 


As. With melancholy pace! 
Creon, His promise binds him 


As. Perhaps with fresh calamity o 'erworn, 
I doubt too much ; yet hear me. 
Creon. Thy appearance 


Say, who is come to celebrate his nuptials. 

LEs. [To Lycander.] Is he a e to _— 8 land- 

ing ? 

Lyc. I trust he is. 

Et. They must not meet. 
Creon. Lycander, ; 
See, thou prevent it. Send 'Theano to us; 
And let her bring obedience : else her fault Ne - 
Shall on thy head be punish'd. i [Exit Lye. 
As,. Should my son 35 


Creon. Can her looks annul 
A league like ours? | hk He 
Et. Alas! thou little know'st * | 
Her eyes surpasses that refulgent star, 
Which first adorns the evening; and her talents 
Exceed her beauty. * Like the forked thunder 


« With more than lightning's subtlety are ving'd. eb Pe 
Creon. Why art thou startled? | 
At.. She is there—ascending z 


Shrinks, ere they touch the summit of this hill. ET 
Creon. Which is the far-fam'd sorceress of Colchis ? PR, 
Es. Too well distinguish'd by her stately ns: 


— 
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She tow'rs a genuine offspring of the gods. 
Rage on her brow, and anguish in her eye, 240 
Denounce the growing tempest of her mind. 
Creon. Now, god of waters, since thy partial hand 
Thrusts this barbarian outcast on my shores, 
Back to thy floods the fugitive I spurn. 
Z.. What means my royal friend? Retire, Avoid 
This formidable woman, who may wound + 
Our dignity. I know her soaring mind, 
.Which, all enlighten'd with sublimest knowledge, 8 
Disdains the state and majesty of kings, | - 3 
Nor ranks with less than deity itself. 250 
Creon. Curse on her beauty, and majestic mien 1 
But let the rumour of her pow'r be true; 
The Sun, her boasted ancestor, may arm 
Her hand with fire; let Hecate and Circe, 
The goddesses of spells, and black enchantments, 
Attend her steps, and clothe her feet in terror: 
We have our fiends ; the sorceress shall find, 
That grief, despair, distraction wait our nod, 
To wrin 8 her heart through all her magic guards. ann 


awe: Mina. her two Children, Colchians and Phæacians. : 


Med. No more, I charge you. Noble minds, oppress'd 
By injuries, disdain the sound of comfort. 

Ye fiends and furies, wont to leave your flames 
At my command, and tremble at my charms, 
Now, now ascend, and aid Medea's rage. 
Give me the voice of thunder to resound 
My indignation o'er the earth and heav'ns; 
That I, who draw my lineage from the Sun, 
Am fall'n below the basest lot of slayes : 254-8 
That anguish, want, despair, contempt and Shame, 


* — — — ——— —Ü——— . 
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Are heap'd together by the hands of fate, 


Whelm'd in one mass of ruin on my head, 
And dash my struggling virtue to the ground. 


1 Colc. Why to our faithful counsels art thou deaf 2 
Med. Canst thou by counsel waft my exil'd feet 


To my lost parents, my forsaken friends, 
And native palace Oh! I gave him all; 
To him my virgin bosom I resign'd, 

For him the regal mansion of my father, 
The lov'd companions of my youth deserted; 


4 1. 


270 


From foul defeat, from shame, from death I sav'd him : 280 


What more could woman Vet he weds another. 


Me he abandons, and these helpless infants, 
Forlorn, unshelter'd in a foreign clime, 


To ev'ry outrage, ev'ry want expos d. 


« Blast his perfidious head, vindictive lightnings 


% Unhappy woman! Canst thou, in the height 
« Of thy despair, thy rage and indignation, 
6 Canst thou pursue him with a heavier curse, 


« Than to be plung'd in woes, which equal thine? ? 


1 Colc. Though stung with just resentment, due regard 


Pay to my age, fidelity and service. 


A long and painful traverse from Iolcos 


Hast thou endur'd, nor since thy landing here, 


The needful succour known of rest, or food. 
Med. Talk not to me of nourishment and rest. 


Food to these lips, and slumber to these * 
Must ever now be Strangers. 
1 Colc, By the beam 


Of thy forefather, never will I see 


Thy wisdom bound in vassalage to passion. 


Once more I warn thee, princess, to thy refuge. | 


This is Fw nee OT: of Juno. 
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Thou underneath the hoopitable Shade 
Sit suppliant down. 
Med. Improvident Medea 
To raise another from destruction's depths, 
To wealth, to glory raise him, yet thyself 
Leave destitute and suppliant! Oh! what art thou, 
Whom blinded men unerring wisdom call? a 
Thou couldst not pierce the thin, the airy veil; 310 
Which from my eyes conceal'd the paths of danger; 8 
Nor canst thou now repel th' increasing storm 
Of rapid anguish, which o'erturns my peace: 
Down to the endless gloom of dreary night; 
Hence, let me drive thee from my inmost soul, 
That nothing calm may hover nigh my heart 
To cool its pain, and save me from distraction. [ Exit. 
« 4 Colc, Come on, ye soft companions in affliction, 
« Melodious daughters of Phæacia's isle; | 
« In strains alternate let us chant our grief: 320 
* Perhaps our mistress we may charm to rest. 
6 4 Phæa. O music, sweet artificer of pleasure, 
c& Why is thy science exercis'd alone 
« In festivals, on hymeneal days, 
« And in the full assemblies of the happy? 
« Ah! how much rather should we court thy Skill 
k In sorrow's gloomy season, to diffuse 
« Thy smooth allurements through the languid ear 
« Of self-devour'd affliction, and delude 
« The wretched from their sadness. | | 330 
& A Colc, Let us melt | . 
- © In tuneful accents flowing to our woes, 
% That so Medea may at least reflect, 5 
_ « She is not singly wretched. Let her hear 
Our elegies, whose measur'd moan records 
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« Our friends forsaken, and our country lost; 
« That she no longer to her sole distress | . 


ee Her deep-revolving spirit may confine, 


— 


A Phea. O that on fam'd peneus' banks | 
« The nymphs of Pelion had bemoan'd 


« But by our sorrows may relieve her own. 
| &« Firat part of the music. [ {ambics, 
« A Colc. Ve stately battlements and tow'rs, 340 

« Imperial Corinth's proud defence 

«« Thou citadel, whose dewy top | 

« The clouds in fleecy mantles fold, 

ce Projecting o'er the briny foam 

« An awful shadow, where the might 

« Of Neptune urges either Shore, 

« And this contracted isthmus forms: 

« Ah! why, your glories to admire, _ 

« Do we repining Colchians stand, Eng 

4 IIl- fated strangers ! on the banks | 350 

« Of silver-water'd Phasis born. | 3 
| | 5 ME is & ¶ Trochaics. 
« 4 Phæa. Pride of art, majestic columns, . 

« Which beneath the sacred weight + / 

«« Of that god's refulgent mansion tp 
« Lift your flow'r-insculptur'd heads ; 

«« Oh! ye marble channell'd fountains, + 
« Which the swarming city cool, 


« And, as art directs your murmurs, 


« Warble your obedient rills: | 
« You our eyes obscur'd by sorrow x 360 
b View unconscious of your grace, a 
« Mourning still our lost Phœacia, 
Long-remember'd native isle. | | 
& | | | «-[ JIambics. 
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c« Their shady haunts to ashes turn'd | 
« By Heav'n's red anger! hateful pines, 
ce Which form'd thy well- compacted sides, 
« O Argo, fatal to our peace. | 
« Thou never then through Adria's wave 370 
« Hadst reach'd Phzacia's blissful shore, 
« Nor good Alcinoiis the hand 
« Of Jason with Medea join'd, 
Nor sent us weeping from our homes, 
_ « Her luckless train, to share her grief. | 
| e Second Part, [TTrocbaicii 
"7 4 Pheaa. Known recesses, where the echoes 
« Through the hollow-winding vale, 
« And the hill's retentive caverns | 
- _<& 'Tunr'd their voices from our songs; 
be Shade-encircled, verdant levels, | 380 
Where the downy turf might charm : 
ce Weary feet to joyous dances 
« Mix'd with madrigals and pipes : 
« O ye unforgotten pleasures, 
4 Pleasures of our tender youth, 
% You we never shall revisit, 
cc Ill exchang'd for scenes of wo. 
A Colc. From the polish'd realms of 8 
Where the arts and muses reign, pi , 
« Truth and justice are expell'd. 390 
Here from palaces and tow'rs 5 
% Snowy-vested faith is fled; 


„„ While beneath the shining roofs 


. « Falsehood stalks in golden robes, 
| « Dreary Caucasus! again | 
« Take us to thy frozen breast; 
Let us "— on thy ridge, | 
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« Ever-during pile of ice 


* Gather'd from the birth of time! 


« A Phaa. Cheering breeze with sportive pinion 400 
* Gilding o'er the crisped main, | N 


d With our tresses thou shalt wanton 


On our native sands no more. 

« Fountains, whose melodious waters, 
« Cooling our Phœacian grots, + 

« Oft our eyes to sweetest slumber 
« With their lulling falls beguil'd; 

te We have chang'd your soothing warble 
« For the doleful moan of wo, 


. And our peaceful moss deserting = R 410 


Found a pillow thorn'd with care. [Exeunt, 
ACT I. SCENEI. 
— 
JasoN 8 from the End of t the —_ Tuzano on one 
Side, Mevpta in the Grove. * 
; Theano. 


Tar ts zeps of Jason are in sight. 

He scarce conjectures, that th* indignant breast 

Of ber he injures, pours from yonder shades 

Its high- ton? d anguish, Vet, illustrious false one, 
What stinging thoughts distort thy manly frame! 
How have thy gestures lost their wonted grace 

In this keen struggle with upbraiding conscience 
Thou soon, before that inward judge arraign'd, 


Shalt hear me plead thy wrong'd Medea's cause. 


| « This is the crisis Too complacent hero, 10 
c By pride untutor'd, though misled by error. 


. Thou wilt be calm and gentle to rebuke.“ 
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Fas. Press'd by a father's absolute decree, 
Solicited by Corinth's potent lord, 
Aw'd with the specious sound of public good, 
I have consented, and the hour is nigh. 
Oh! in some future hour of sad reflection 
May not my heart with self-reproach confess, 
This plea of public welfare was ambition; 
And filial duty was a feeble tie 35 1 20 
To authorise the breach of sacred vows. | 
. Med. ¶ In the grove.) Ungrateful Jason 
- Fas. Whence proceeds this voice? 
Med. | Is the grove.] Oh, sire of light, thou seest my wrongs. 
Jas. Again! 
Imagination, pregnant with remorse, 
In sounds unreal yields its birth of terror, 
Med. [ In the grove.] Yearbiters of oaths; and plighte ted faith, 
O, Jove and Themis, hear! 


Jas. It is a voice! | 30 
Resembling hers, when she, alas! is far; N 10 
No mockery of fancy. _ | [ Leans against the Scents 


Thea. [ Advancing.) On his cheek 
Health seems to wither. O'er his shaded sight 
The shiv'ring eye - lids close. A creeping tremor 
O' erspreads his fading lips, and dewy limbs. 
Bless'd be these signals of returning virtue. | | 
Hail ? Prince. Why stand'st thou listning ? ** alarms. | 
| thee ? | 
| Fas. An awful murmur from offended heav'n, 
Through yonder branches, issu'd in a voice, i 
| Which chill'd my spirit, and unnery'd my n | 
Dea. What didst thou hear ? | 
Jas. Medea's well-known accents 
7 Thien 2 the vocal prodigy repeat, 
"wy. D 


„ 
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Though seas divide her from these faithless arms. | 
Thea. 'There is no need of prodigy. Mere nature 
In thy own breast will startle, when thou know'st, 
It was Medea's self, who call'd on Jason. BY 
Fas. Herself ! 2 | 
Thea. The injur'd daughter of Zetes, 5 4246 
But newly-wafted from 'Thessalia's shore, 
Thou may'st discover through those parting boughs; 
Where she is seated near the fountain's brink 
With her pale cheek reclining on the altar. 
Fiat. [Locking on the grove.] Stern deities of vengeance and 
of justice! 
Now pass your sentence, Nemesis and Thamis!. 
My ill-wrought web of hated life unravel, 
Which was not wove for e, 
| Thea. Be patient. | | | | | 
5 . 23 Peculiar woes through ev'ry Stage of bar 650 
Were Jason's portion. Early I beheld | 
My father's crown usurp'd. My youth subjected 
To an insidious tyrant was devoted To, 
A sacrifice in Colchis—80 he hop'd, | 
And I wish now -I triumph*'d—Glory follow'd, 
The source of new calamity to me. gy 
Where is that glory ? Serving selfish kings, 
Abetting falsehood, perjury and fraud. 
Dea. Turn thy attention from thy on distress, 75 
To feel, what others suffer by thy frailtyꝛ, 70 
Thy wife and pong: Listen. Lu | 
- Fas. I obey. | | 
Thea. How cadet thou lead this alexcelling princess 
From clime to clime, th' associate in thy toils, 
To fall the victim in a foreign land 
Of those unrighteous $tatutes, which OE 
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Imperious husbands masters of divorce 
How think, th' establish'd practice of the Greeks, 
Or all, which varnish'd policy might plead, | 
Could e' er absolve thee from a solemn tie, ; 80 
With such uncommon obligations bound, | 
By those superior, those unwritten laws, 
Which honour whispers to the conscious heart? 

Fas. O, venerable woman, lend thy aid. 

Thea. Atone thy fault. Repentance is heroics 
And holds its rank among the manly virtues. | 
; Fas. Yes, I renounce Creiisa, and her kingdom. 
Yet see this breast with new-born terror beat. | 
Not all my trials through unnumber'd dangers, e 
From monsters, famine, from the raging dee: 
And dark-brow'd care, have so confirm*d my courage, 
But that I tremble at th* impending conflict. 
* I dread that scorn and fury, whose excess 
« May kill MS and provoke destruction 


Enter LYCANDER. 


Lyc. The king, Theano, Summons thee before him. 
Thea. What time? 
Lyc. This instant. 
Thea. I obey his pleasure. ; 
| Fas. Thou wilt not leave me? l 
Thea. Thou hast heard this summons. 
Heed my last words. Maintain thy just resolves. 
Lycander, let thy conduct leave no room 
For my reproaches, and the wrath of Juno. ; 
Fear not; ay counsels Shall be treasur'd here. 
\ | omg Theano. 
„ sudden change, My ust charge | | 
wt will deliyer, and W enquiry.“ 
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Long "I I sought thee, Prince. The royal son 
Is now in Corinth, and will soon accost the. TIEN 
Jas. My father here! Why, multiply Untrov, 110 
Accumulate perplexity and shame T 
On my devoted head, ye righteous pow'rs ® | 
He. Prince, he is near; and I return to Creon. [ Exit. 


Enter sohn. . 


Jas. Amaz'd, distrated, tortur'd, I retain 

My veneration here. O sacred head, 

What from thy peaceful habitation calls 

Thy silver hairs to these abodes of wo ? 

Or com'st thou wrapt in sable to lament 

Our mutual errors, and dishonour'd names? Lich 
.. Why I am here, why bearing this apparel, £2515. FO 

Too soon will Jason know. But first reply; | 10 

Why on the sea's waste margin was my son 

Observ'd to trace his solitary path; _ | 

When Corinth pauses in her gen'ral gladness, 

Her choral songs and GOT EO 5 

| For Jason's absence? 5 of 27 4nd 
Fas. Better she chould wait, 55 

Whole ages wait, than justice be . 

And the return of honour be unwelcom'd, 
t.. Can I interpret these mysterious words? 130 
Fas. Hast thou not heard, my father, that Medea 

Weeps in that bow'r, invoking Jove and Themis 

To witness what returns she meets from Jason ? 

A,. What most I dreaded. Then my aged limbs 

Must wear these garments still unchang'd, thy country, 
Thy friends, thy father's house, unceasing mourn, 

The woes of exile, more severe than time, 

Indent the furrows deeper on these brows. 
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Fas. The woes of exile ? 
E,. Yes, the race of Pelias - | 140 
Force me to Corinth. Young Acastus reigns, 4 
Tue gen'rous Creon promises his aid; 
That aid will Jason cruelly prohibit. 
7as. Then we begin to reap the bitter harvest 
From seeds, which selfish policy had sown. 
When I was hurry'd to these fatal walls, 
And, gall'd with jealous fear, Medea left thee; 
Heav'n, in that period, from the roll of fortune 
Eras'd our titles, and the with'ring 2 
Shrunk from thy grasp. rh 45 7 150 
Es. Nay, look not thus entranc'd, FT, 
What draws thy eye? 15 
Jar. She rises from the grove, 
A sun disfigur'd by a mist of sorrow 
Rais d from our crime. Awake est remains, 
But that we fall before our known protectres/ 
Confessing both, in Jove's offended sight, 
How much of weak inconstancy hath stain'd 
My name of hero, what ignoble guile 
Disgrac'd tHy regal head? 160 
Et. And who must save Iolcos? CF 
Fas. She. Medea's gen'rous wisdom, | 
Which in itself contains the strength of armies, ' 
And quell'd old Pelias, can dethrone the son. 
At. What frenzy guides thee? ** me to Creon. 
Fas. Rest thou with mm. 1 
t.. Inhuman! dost thou covet 
To see my age and dignity revil'd ? 
I charge thee,, follow. nels” 252 +564 " 
Fat. Rivetted, I wait, | 170 
As X evngenial with We ene 781 
From its foundations, till Medea come. 
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E.. Revolter ! she is coming But my eye 
Shall not be far. Remember, thou dost hazard . 
Thy country's love, ene thy father's too;  [Exit, 


Enter Mepza, Colchian and Phæacians. 


Jas. How $hall I face her injur'd worth, how choose 
The most auspicious moment to accost her? 
Med. Why have I science to command the moon, 
To draw the spirits from the realms of night, Do 
And trace the hidden pow'rs of baneful nature? 180 
Why am I wise, unless to feel my sorrows 
With sharper sensibility, and prove, | 
How weak is wisdom struggling with deequir't 
15: Colc. Its succour yet solicit. Wisdom ot 
Each thorny path, and Virtue is her sister. 
Med.' Old man, be silent. Hath Medea's grief 
The leisure now to hear thy moral tale? 
No, let me loath my being, curse the sun, | 
« My bright forefather,”” and upbraid the heay'ns, 7 
That I was ever born. I will exclaim ; rl 16: 190 
I will demand, ye unrelenting pow'rs, $5 2414 
Why your injustice terrifies the earth . 
With such an image of distress as mine. 
Fas. This interview I see in all its terrors; 
But further pause will turn * to madness. 
Medea I am come _ 
Med. And dar'st thou coneg 
With that unmatch'd ingratitude and fulchood;' Feel 
To face the constant worth, thou now eee ? 
Fas. I come to lay my errors in thy view. 200 
Med. No, to my view display Creũsa's beauty : ; 8 
| Dwell on her merit, who! excels ee, e n 
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Fas. The deity, presiding o'er that temple, 
I call to witness, that my father's pleasure 
Med. And dost thou urge thy father, thou perfidious ? 
Thy father! oh! that I had been thus wise, 
And ne'er forgot the duty of a child. 
Thy father gave thee a precarious being, 
In its first flight of glory doom'd to fall, | 
Fresh in its prime, a victim to oblivion, | 210 
Had not I sav'd and borne thee to renown. 
Jas. Jason's life and glory are thy gifts. 
Med. I gave to thee my love, my virgin love, 
My friends, my country, my unspotted fame, 
My joy, my peace, all, all on thee bestow'd ; 
What could a father more? Him too my pow'r - 
Snatch'd from oppression, and his treach'rous brother, 
Usurping Pelias slew, that cruel Pelias, 
Who. on thy youth impos'd the dang*rous toil, 5 
Whence I presery'd thee But, my wrath, be still. 220 
Inconstant, base alike, both son and sire | | 
Deserve my scorn. 
Fas. Shall contumelious harshness 
Blot those perfections from the son deriv'd, 
And not one moment to thy wisdom * 
That thou may'st hear me??? 
Med. No, thou most ingrate 
Of all, who e'er forgot their benefactors. pt | 
When the fam'd Argo, fraught with Grecian princes, | . 
Pierc'd with its beak the sandy verge of Phasis 230 
What daring hand but mine their trophies rais'd? 
The golden fleece amid th* enchanted grove | 
Had hung untouch'd beside its scaly guardian; 
Wild dogs and vultures had devour'd your limbs; 
Your bones had whiten'd on the Colchian strand. 


23 | N ME DEA. Ad II. 


J fearless stept between the narrow bounds, g 
Which parted your devoted lives from fate, 
With mystic spells entranc'd the sleepless dragon, 
Bent to the yoke the brazen-footed bulls „ 
And gave you safety, victory, and fame. 240 
© Fas. I own thy merits; and the deep remembrance 
Med. For ever be detested that remembrancé. 
Curs'd be the skill, which fram'd your fatal bark, 
Accurs'd the gale, which fill'd her spreading canvas; 
But doubly curs'd the hour, the hour of ruin, 
When first I viewed that smiling treach'rous form, 
And fondly trusted to the fair delusion. 
% O that amid the terrors of enchantment, n 
« When, for thy sake, profoundest hell was PE 128 
«« Some fiend had whirl'd me to the desert pol; 250 
e Or that the earth, dividing with my charms, vg: 33 
Low, as her central cayern, had entomb'd me yy 12 
Fat. 1 feel thy anguish, daughter of Zetes, 
Which would o*erwhelm me, had I less to ger Xo, oY, 
Than my repentant heart. e | : 1 21 
Med. Thy perjur'd heart, i Be 
Foul with ingratitude and e . 
And give it thy Creiisa ; I despise thee, 8 | ; 
Fas. Think, who Iam. Though criminal I stand 
And mourn my fault, forget not, Iam Jason, 260 
By fame in brightest characters recorded. Y 
Deserving 55 IT endur'd them; 
But sure the en name is eee 5 
Against contempft. Lr 
Med. The recompence of falshood. 5 
Fat. Hold, I conjure thee Ny, I will be heard, 
| When first I sail'd for Corinth, all my purpose 
Was to establish, by a league with Creon, 
Th' unstable throne of Thessaly, since crush'd 
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By fierce Acastus. Æson's strict injunction 270 
To wed Creiisa follow'd my arrival; * 
When thou wert distant from my sight, and Creon 
Would grant his friendship — 
Med. But by thy disgrace. 
Fas. Impatient woman 
Med. Could a king's protection | 
Be rank'd with mine, thou weakly-perjur'd man? 
Fas. Thou shalt not stop me, by th* immortal gods 
I will proceed“ Intemp'rate passion stifles 
«© Her breathless voice Oh, majesty! Oh, wisdom! 280 
c Oh, features once divine ! how long shall rage 
“ Despoil your grace? No other form of beauty, 
No qualities or talents to thy own 
Have I preferr'd. By empire's glaring bubble, 
By policy's ensnaring voice misled, 
Or by mistaken duty to a parent, 
I swerv'd from sacred faith. At thy approach 
Light flashes through my error; to thy feet 
Contrition brings me, no ignoble suppliant: 42, 
The scourge of tyrants, vanquisher of nen 290 
Thy instrument of glory, now most glorious, 33 
That he subdues himself, implores thy pardon. 
Oh, unadyis'd !-Obdurate While I sue, 
Thy unforgiving brow returns disdain, | 
Think of thy children! 
Med. Traitor, dar'st thou name them 7 f 
Jas. Beware; destruction, with a hunter's speed, 
ee us both. Igextricable snares 
Are spreading round us—Ha ! be calm—Provoke | 
Ill fate no further—Weigh in wisdom's balance 3c 
The pow'rful obligations, which assail'd me. 1 
Med. Can — be weigh'd with conquest, life, and 8 
5 
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The vast profusion of my bounty on thee, 
Thou weak, thou blind, insensible, and base? 
No, my superior soul shall stoop no more. 
Though once from foul defeat and death I sav'd thes, 
I will not raise thee from thy grov'ling falsehood. 
Leet fortune's whole malignity pursue me, | 
I and my children wretched, as we may be, 
Outcast, derided by the barb'rous herd. 
Spurn'd by th* unpitying proud, with grim despair, 
With beggary and famine, our companions, | 
Will wander through th? inhospitable world, 
Nor ev'n amidst our complicated woes 
Jew think of thee, perfidious, but with scorn. 


310 


[ Exeunt Medea, Colchians and Pheacians, 


Euer sow. 5 


Fas. Then let the tempest roar, wreanule woman, 
The billows rise in mountains o'er thy head. | 
,. Well, thou hast seen her; while thy father” s eye 
Ach'd at the low submission of a hero, 7, 
Who with unmollify'd disdain was spurn'd. 
Say, will my gentle son persist to court 
The fellowship of fury, and abide 
The acrimonious taunt, the settled frown, = 
The still renew'd upbraiding ? Will my Jason 
For this to-deathless obloquy abandon + 
His name of hero, while his arm rejets 
A proffer d aid to reinstate his father. 
-  _ Redeem his country, and refresh his laurels, | | 
With want of ation fading? © + 
d. Fas. There; O Mars, 
Thau dost provide a banquet nn 


% ” e Wa for ww valour, von, a feast of gory — — 
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Come, leave this melancholy spot. Return 
With me to joy. 

Jas. I go—but never more 
Speak to thy son of joy. My soul ww 
All gentle thoughts. Its sad relief is horror 
From the grim pow'r of homicide. and ravage. 

O that this ev'ning, lighted by the stars, * 
And glimpse of armour, I might turn my back 340 
On Corinth's bulwarks; that the trumpet's clangor, 

_ The shrill-mouth'd clarion, and the deep-ton'd horn, 
The groans of slaughter, and the clash of spears, 
Might blend their discord for = gangs song. e 


LEnter Colchians and en from the Groves looking on 
"IO as oe quits the Stage. Pd, 


SR [Solemn Recitative. 


« A Cole. Thou who didst FOG the brazen-footed bulls, 
« And fearless guide the adamantine plough, | 
Which Vulcan labour'd, oer the direful soil 
« Sown with the serpent's teeth, whence crested helms 
« And spears high-brandish*d by the earth- born race 
« For thy encounter pierc'd the crumbling mould; . 350 
« Thou conqueror, beware: more dang'rous foes 
6e Doom' d to subdue thee 1 in that panes wait. 
&« [ Trochaics, 
« A Pheaa. Soft; uote wiles are there TOS ee 
te To seduce thee from the paths | 
«© Trod hy godlike steps alone, 
Paths of virtue, paths of praise. 
* Colchian monsters, syren's songs, 


«| Might thy mortal frame destroy : 2 i 
« These will kill thy glorious name; | | ROS 
70 Matchless Javen, then beware. 11005 360 - 366 
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r | Solemn Recitativo. 

J Cole. Thou yet unitainted hero, Ah! reflect, 

« That keenest sorrow, poverty, or pain, 

Are light and gentle to the bitter darts 
Thrice steep'd in gall, which Nemesis directs 

% Against his bosom, who, by merit pass'd, 

«© Once drew th' enchanting melody of praise, 

« Then, forfeiting the sweet report of fame, 

, us O'er his irrevocable loss nn | 

Ce 17; rochaics. 


. e Shall the nymphs of Temps s vale, 
% Who in rural lays record 370 
1 Thy persuasive love, that won 3 : 
re Kind Medea to thy aid, 

« Shall they change th” applauding weak? 
„ Shall the discord of reproach 
« Wound thy ear, accustom'd long 


x« To the music of renown. = Excint.!? 
_—__ — = — — 
ACT 111. SCENE * 5 
e Tazaxo and the 1 Colebles.” 
u Cal 


| . in its bud was blasted by her anger 
Thea, Unhappy anger ! but her wrongs are great: 5 
Nor is my pity less. Instru& me, Colchian, : 
Was she not fam'd for hospitable deeds ? 
15 Cole. Oft hath her known benignity pregerv'd 
The Grecian strangers on our barb'rous coast. N 
' Thea. Vet now a Grecian prince denies her shelter. 


5 ö Well, introduce me to her. 


15t Cole. Restless anguish 
Will soon transport her hither. Look, she comes. 10 
Here let us watch some interval of calmness. 
Thea, Are those her children? 
1 Colc. Ves, from Jason sprung. ̃ 
Thea. They too with intermingling tears enhance 
The piteous scene. Thou fair and stately tree, 
Who once so proudly didst o'ertop the forest, 
What cruel hand despoils thee of thy honours ? 
Now dost thou show, as blasted by the lightning, 
With all thy tender branches with'ring round. 


Enter Mizpza, her tevo. Children, Colchians avd Phaxciane; 


Eldest Child. Why fly'st thou from us? Wherefore dost 
thou frown 20 

| Whene'er we name, or ask to see our father? 

Med. You have no father! 

Eldest Child. When we left lolcos, | 

Didst thou not tell us, he was here in Corinth ? 
Now we have pass'd the frightful sea, what hinders 
But we may find him? 

Med. Never find him more 
To you a parent, or to me a husband. 
Eldest Child. Alas! thou weep'st. 

Med. Vou too must learn to weep, 30 
Ye destin'd wand'rers in the vale of mourning. 
Why do you lift your infant eyes to me? _ 

_ Your helpless mother cannot guard your childhood, 
Nor bid negle& and sorrow stand aloof, 

I once had parents Ve endearing names 

How my torn heart with recolleQion bleeds ! 

You too perhaps o'erflow your aged cheeks,” 

Rend from yon. . the venerablesnow 
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Oft, as your lost Medea is recall'd, . 
And for a hapless offspring mourn meme. 140 
14 Cole, Heart- breaking sorrow now succeeds to rage. 
Turn, royal mistress; see the holy e. i 
Med. Hail! most humane. | 
Thea. To Juno render praise. 
Med. She owes me refuge. Prompted cat by Juno, 
I left my native Phasis, and convey'd : 
Back to her favour'd clime the golden fleece. 
Thy part was all humanity. | ; 
Thea. Sage princess, 46 
Hear me divulge the menaces of Coon 50 
To drive thee hence. Expect his presence soon. 
Fear not his anger. Warranted by Juno, 
By my high function, by my nature more, 
I gave thee, I continue my protection. | 
Med. Turn to these infants thy 2 looks. ; 
Them to secure from trouble, and the terrors 
Which gather closely on the steps of time, 8 
Is all their mother's care; at whose antrag 
Do thou receive their innocence in charge: 8 
But leave Medea to her own protection. 60 
Eden Child. Our father long hath left us. By thy ede, 
And in thy bosom, we had comfort still. 
Wilt thou forsake us? 55 
Med. We will meet again. 24 ih N l 
Remove them from me. I can hangs no We N 
To view chose mirrors, which reflect the i image 
Of my distress, and multiply my pains. | | 
Thea. Weep not, my children. 
Med. Hide their melting softness; 1 off 827 | 
Lext they dissolve the vigour which must save eons 70 
| THEE - [Modes continuts veepings 


* 


— 


42 III. | nnn 35 


Thea. Come, lovely mourners, rest awhile with me. 

Come, and be praQtis*d to repeat your yows 

For this most wrong'd of mothers. You shall lift 

Your blameless hands, sweet supplicants, shall kneel 

To nuptial Juno, and to rey'rend 'Themis, 

The arbitress of oaths, and plighted faith. 

The dove-like voice of your untainted age, 

Thus visited by undesery'd affliction, T5 £116 

May win their guardian mercy : -** when the pray's 'rs 

« Of man, false man, grown reprobate by time, 80 

« With all the pomp of hecatombs, would fail.“ 

6 | [Exit to the Temple with the Children, 

Med. Are they widhdrawma Hs | "I 
17. Cole. They are. | | | | | 
Med. Then, mighty spirit, 

Once more at least thy majesty shall blew 

Such as thou wert amid th* enchanted wood 3 + 

| When thou didst 5ummon hell's reluctant pow rs, 

And hell obey'd : when dark'ning from her car 

The moon descended, and the knotted oak . 

Bent with thy charms, which tam'd the wakeful dragon, 90 

And safety gave to demi- gods and heroes. 
146 Colc. Behold the king. N 


Enter Caxox, Lycaxvan, and Attendants, - 


Med. Why comes the king of Corinth e 
To break upon my sorrows, and to vaunt, 
« That his injustice is endu'd with _ * 
% To grieve Medea??? | 
_ Creon. To debate, weak woman, 
Is thy known province; to command is mine. 
Be seen no longer in the bounds of Corinth. 621 
Med. And who art thou dost give Medea law, 1c0 
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Behold this comely image of the gods! 
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And circumscribe the slend'rest spot on earth 
Against her passage? Unconfin'd as winds 

I range with nature to her utmost bounds ; 
While, as I tread, mankind reveres my steps, 
Its hidden pow'rs each element unfolds, 

And mightiest heroes, anxious for renown, 
Implores Medea's favour. What is Creon, 
Who from the sun's descendent dares withhold - 


'The right to hospitality and justice ? 


Creon. Not of the number who revere thy steps, 110 


Or supplicate thy favour; one, whose sceptre 


Forbids thy residence in Greece. Away; 
Range through the snows of Caucasus; return 
To Pontic deserts, to thy native wilds: 
Among barbarians magnify thy deeds. 

This land admits no wand'rer like Medea, 

Who with a stranger from her father fled, AY a ot 
Fled from her country, and betray'd them both. 119 
Med. Witli him I fled, whom thou wouldst foully draw 

Through blackest treason to thy daughter's bed; 
And for the rest, if equity or wisdom x 1 
Were Creon's portion, I would plead before him: 
But vindicate my actions to a robber, | 
Who basely watch'd my absence to purloin 
My own wealth ! My lofty souls disdains it. 
Creon. Hence, while thou may'st, rash woman, ere thou oye | 
How strong the awful image of the gods n 


Ts stampt on monarchs, and thou feel my wrath | 
Swift in destruction, like the bolt of Jove,  _ 130 


Med. Dost thou recount thy fables to Medea, 


The ideot tale, which cheats the gaping vulgar, 


To her who knows the secret source of things? 


LY 
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This violater of the holiest ties, 
Whom the dull hand of undiscerning chance 
Hath deck'd in purple robes, and pageant gold, 
Resembles much the majesty of Heav'n! 

Creon. Thy bare expulsion shall not now atone. ' 
T will stand forth the avenger of Zetes | 140 
On his false daughter: for thy crimes in Colchis, 
Vindictive furies in this distant region, 
Shame, chastisement, and insult, shall o'ertake thes, 
_ Spoil that fair body, humble that fell heart; 
Till, as with bitt'rest agony it breaks, 
Thou curse its wild temerity, which brav*d 

The pond'rous hand of majesty incens'd. 

Med. Ha ! thou vain boaster, hast thou yet to learn 
That I can rock the iron throne of Pluto ; 15 
Can waft thee struggling to Riphæan crags, 150 
Where thou shalt rave, and foam, and gnash thy teeth, | 
Where frost shall parch thee, where the clouds shall scatter 
Their storms around thee, whirl in sportive air f 
diadem and sceptre ? 
While I—-Oh ! fruitless) unsubstantial pow'r! 
Must still continue wretched—Oh ! vain threat! 
Hath he not torn my Jason from these arms? 
What then avails the knowledge of my mind? 
Stretch'd on the rack of anguish is my heart. 
What spark of wisdom in my breast remains? _ 


All is extinguish'd gs Ea Jason ! Jason! 
[1s supported by her ho 


Creon. [To Lycander.] Thou seest the haughty sorceress 
8 abash' d 
| Before a monarch's persevering Fein 
Lyc. [ Atide.] Most injur'd woman! 
Crean. Go, transport her W 885 
Ere she revive. 


14 * 
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Lyc. The multitude already 
Begin to murmur ; were this holy place x 
DefiPd by force, their zeal would swell to madness. 
Perhaps this princess, for her wisdom fam'd, een 
May be persuaded to abandon Corinth. 
And she revives with milder looks. 
Med. [ Aide. Pride, pride, 
For once be wise; in lowliness disguise thee, 
That thou may'st rise to vengeance. King of Corinth, 
L only crave three hours to quit thy borders. 8 
Creon. [To Lycander. 11 If she exceed that Slender baer of 
time, 
es Shall remove her from my loathing "ITS [Exit. 
_ Lyc. This contest, princess, thou hast wisely clos'd. 
Three hours elaps'd, expect me to return 5 180 
Thy safe conductor to the kingdom's frontier. [ Exit. 
| 12 Cole. Thou dost not droop. This tyrant's empty 
| threats | 
| Thy very breath could dissipate like clouds, 
Which for a while some hideous form assume, N 
Then pass away dissoly'd to fleeting vapour. 8 
I too will aid thee. _ By thy father's sister 
I was held dear, by Circe, pow'rful queen, 
Who taught me various spells and incantations. | 
Med. Go then, and bring my wand, —_—_— ag | 
Which grew a branch of ebony, o'ershading _- 190 
The throne of Pluto; sever'd thence, and dipt | 
Thrice in the ba of Lethe's sleepy waters, 
By. Hecate on Circe was bestow'd, | 
By her on me, to still the winds and floods, 
- Night's drowsy curtains o'er the sky to draw, 
And all its active fires entrance to re. 
Leave us apart. Retire, my faithful virgins, _ 
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Who share $0 Eindly in, Medea's woes. 
I would not pierce your gentle hearts with terror. 
[ Exeunt omnes, preter Med. and 1:t Cole. 
Med. [Waving her Wand.] First, rise ye shades impervious 
to the sight; 200 
And you, ye sable-skirted clouds, hacks : 
Us and our mystic deeds with night surround. 
[The Stage is darkened. 
Thou, by whose * the magic song LLambics. 
Charms from its orb the unwilling moon, 
Control's the rapid planet's speed, 
And dims the constellation's fires ; 
« While sounding torrents stop and sleep, 
« While fountain- nymphs in dread withhold 
e Their mazy tribute from the meads, 


«« And stitPning Serpents hear and die 27 ns | I 
Terrific deity, whose name, | | 
And altar stain'd with human blood 
On Tauric cliffs the Scythian wild, 
And fell Sarmatian tribes adore ; | 

| [Trochatcs. 


« Wreath'd in snakes, and twining boughs - 
«© Gather'd from infernal oaks, 3 
ec Which o'er Pluto's portal hung 
* Shed a second night on hell; 
In thy raven-tinQur'd stole, 
Grasping thy tremendous brand, 229 
With thy howling train _—_— | "PF 
Awful Hecate, ascend. 
1 Cole, By the pitchy streams 15 OG 
Lethe's mute and lazy flood. 
By the dreadful vapour sent 
From Avernus' steaming pool; 
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By the eternal sigh, which heaves 
With Cocytus? mournful wave, 


By the Phlegethontic blaze, | 
Direful goddess, hear and rise. en 9 


e Or if, where discord late hath heap'd pens 
« Her bloody hecatombs to Mars, | 
« Thou sweeping o'er the mangled slain 
e Post tinge thy feet in sanguine dew ; 
„ Ah! leave awhile the vulture's shriek, 
The raven croaking o'er the dead, 
The midnight wolf's insatiate howl, 
« And hither turn thy solemn pace. 
«« The winds in magic horror bound 
« Shall at thy presence cease to breathe, | 240 
« No thunder-teeming cloud approach, 
The hoarse and restless surge be dumb.“ > 
Med. No more. The strong-constraining spell hath and | 
The restive blast; the pliant leaves are fix d; ; 
The fountains rest; th' oblivious birds are hush'd ; 
And dead the billows on the silent beach. l 
Begone—— She comes! feel the ave ground, - 
Its entrails groan—its shiv'ring surface parts. 
Scarce can Æeteꝰ's child the sight nn 1 
1 [Exit 1 E cal. 
[Hecats ries in 8 5 285 aureath of snakts 
and oaken boughs on her head, and a torch in her band.] 
Med. O, my propitious and congenial goddess, 256 
Who thy mysterious science hast diffus d N 
Of potent herbs, and necromantic songs 
Through my capacious bosom; who so long 
Hast been assistant to Medea's triumphs, 
Now thou behold'st me vanquish'd by despair. 
Hec. I know thy suff rings, daughter ; but to close 
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The wounds of anguish, and assuage —_— | 
1s not the task of hell. 

Med. Then give me vengeance, 

Hee. On whom? h 260 
Med. Creüsa? No- my high revenge | 
O'erleaps a trifling maid. Old son ? No. 

He is my hero's father. But for Creon 
Hee. The hour is nigh, when yonder flood will rage, 
This rock be loosen'd, and its structures nod; 
Then shall the fury Discord, and red Zeal, 
Thrice steep'd in Stygian fires, avenge thy —_ 
Farewell. 
Med. A moment stay My yielding heart 
Must askx— Will Jason ever more be kind ? 270 
Hec. Search not thy fate, | 
Med. Unfold it, I enjoin thee, 
By him thou dread'st, by Demogorgon's name. 
Hec. Against thyself, unhappy, thou prevail'st. 
Ere night's black wheels begin their gloomy course, 
What thou dost love shall perish by thy rage; 
Nor thou be conscious when the stroke is given: 
Then, a despairing wand' rer, must thou trace 
The paths of sorrow in remotest climes. [She descends. 
Med. Destroy my love! By me shall Jason die? 280 
Oh! insupportable! O pitying Juno! 
4 me e to the ground with anguish. 
[ Falls 10 the * 


Enter Colchians and 8 


1 Colc. The streaming purple of the western sun 
Glows on these tow'rs and pinnacles again, | 
Prevailing o'er the darkness, which the wand _ 
Of our sage mistress rais d . Dejecting sight! 


| 

| 
1 

| 
1 

| 

| 

| 


42 MED. AF III. 


Thy faithful servant can refrain no longer, 
But tears must wash the furrows of his cheeks. 
Med. Ah! how much more my eyes should stream in tor- 
BJ rents! ; 
; Ah! how much stronger should my bosom beave, 290 
And sound its agonies in bitter groans 
To the remorseless gods! Destroy my Jason! ne up. 
The dear, false hero! Perish first my art. 
iat Phea. How oft have perjur'd lovers been recall d | 
ce By strong enchantments? Check these vain complaints.“ 
Hast thou not magic to constrain this wand' rer 
Back to thy arms? 
Med. I have, but scorn the arte 
Which may command his person, not his love. | 
No, fly to Jason. Let the only charm goo 
Be soft persuasion to attract him — | 
O he is gentle as the summer's breeze, 
With looks and gestures fashion'd by the graces. 
The messenger be thou, discreet and . ; 
| Medea's pride shall stoop. | es 1 
14 Colc. { Hide.) I go—though hopeless. 5 
Med. Mean time will I to yonder wood return, 
And some deep-shaded receptacle choose. l 
There, wrapt in darkness, shall my suff ring soul 4 
The sense of all its injuries dicburthen © 3210 


In secret murmurs, till its rage be spent. [ Exit, 
H Colc. Native floods rough with ice  [Cretics. 
* Rushing down mountain sides, 
„ Whirling thence broken rocks; OT, 
% Your discordant waves that sweep — [I Trochaics. 


* Harshly o'er their flinty beds, 
* Yield a more alluring sound 
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Of the tender Grecian lyre, 

Or the swelling strain diffus'd - 
From the music-breathing flute. 
Native groves hoar with frost, 

« Caverns deep, fill'd with night, 
« Shagged clifts, horror's seat; 
Oh! to these desiring eyes 

Lovely is your gloom, which lives 
In remembrance ever dear. 


. You are brighter than my thoughts, 


Which despondency o'erclouds, 


And in these perfidious climes 


Expectation cheats no more. 


« 4 Phea. Torrents swell, tempests rage, 


e Danger frowns, pain devours, 
„ Grief consumes, man betrays ; 
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Such our doom in every clime : 
Vet among the thorns of life 


Hope attends to scatter flow'rs; 


And Credulity, her child, 

Still with kind imposture smooths 
Heaving trouble, and imparts 
Moments which suspend despair. 
«© Goddess bland, Soothing Hope, 


In thy smile I confide. 
And believe Jason comes. 
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All I see delights my eye; 
Ev'ry sound enchants my ear; 
Those rude-featur'd crags are gay; 
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320 


[ Cretics. 


[Trochaics. 


339 


[ Cretics. 


[Trechaics. 
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[Cretics. 


| ee. 


Winds in notes harmonious blow; [2 arning to the aut. 


Hoarsest billows murmur joy; 


And my long-forsaken home 


cc 


Wakes the plaintive muse no more. 


350 


¶Zreunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Sp — 


Enter Jason, and the 1:t Colchian. 


Jaton. 

Wur am I summoned ? 

10. Colc. But once more to greet'her.. 

Jas. And be the mark of scorn. 

10. Colc. Remind thee, hero, 
Of all thy gen'rous labours ne er deny'd, 
But oft repeated to restore the wretched. 
Shall thy distress'd Medea be the first 
Thou dost refuse to aid ? 

Fas. It is too late. | 
She cast me from her, and we now are strangers. 10 
1 Coles I have been long a traveller with time, h 
And through unnumber'd evils have I noted 
Those born of anger to be most deplor d. 
Thou look'st no longer on that mutual care. 
Your children's welfare. In the wrathful m__ 
Benignity 4s lost, ev'n nature dead SH: 5 
In the fond father. 
Fat. When I nam'd our children, | 
Her ear was deafen'd, and her ene wager 
Was $harpen'd into outrage, - © © — wo 
1 Calc. See them here, wed 
The lively patterns of their mother's graces, 
= Sharers in misfortune. | 


| Enter the Childres. 


Elect Child. Art thou found 
| At last, my father? In thy search we pass'd 


483 IJ. .. | MEDEAs 45 
Through frightful waters, and in roaring winds. 
Come to our mother, who of thee complains ; 
And, with a promise never more to leave us, 
Speak comfort to her, 
_ Fas. Comfort! | 30 
1 Colc. Dost thou shrink | | 
To see these pledges of a love like hers ? 
Oh! thou obdurate, who hast thrown the beauties 
Of virtue from thee in thy youthful season, 
When ev*ry soft sensation is most warm, 
To clasp the cold deformity of guilt !. 
I have no offspring—Must an old man's eyes 
Teach thine their tender lesson? Must a heart, 
Which time, and ills, and care, might well have sear d, 
Teach thee affection, and a parent's feeling ? 49 
Fas. Support me rather than depress me, Colchian. 
I sink—— My soul, dissolving in affection, | 
Hath quite unmann'd me. 
Eldest Child. Dost thou grieve to see us? ; 
| "Fas. No, my poor boys. My spirit bows before y you 
In love and rev'rence. These indeed subsist 15 
A common care, exacting all regard. 
What shall I say? Not cruel would I seem, 
Not ev'n severe Vet, n let me ask, 
Will she Es  $@ 
15t Colc, re — she is all eabrticnion... 
Ja. Amid the woes of separating parents, 
„Who like the father can protect the offspring ? 
Will she commit them to my charge, that en, 
Prosperity, and honour, be their portion ? 
Ellen Child. Ah! do not take us from our mother's arms. 
Lounge Child. From our kind mother. Leave us. | 
Elaest Child. Leave us here to weep with her. 
G 
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Jas. How constant are these children! 
But they were never harass'd by her scorn. G0 


3 Muvaas Colchians, nd Sos | 


Med. [ Stopping abert.] The man who knew, and yet devpis'd 
my worth, 
see before me Still, thou restiff nn; 
Still dost thou rise tumultuous in 15 bosom * 
Oh? thou must bend. | | 
Fas. Well, daughter of Eetes: 


Lo! I am here obedient to thy call. 


Med. Once was the time, when Jason would have come 
Uncall'd, unprompted, but by love alone. 
Why do I bring the wasted glass of joy 8 70 
Back to my view! GONE torture. of nne 5 
Oh, Jason! Jason! | 

Jas. Speak. 75 

Med. 1 cannot weak; 

. [ Azide.] My 1 yields mute Ames ver- - 

ehen mee e 

Med. It is decreed to separate my name | 
From mine for ever First, to all restore me 
Which I relinquish'd for thee to my country, Þ> 
The veneration which that country paid me, 
My injur'd parents, and their lost affection. wel» ee 
To my untainted virgin fame restore me, EF a eu 
My once u W N unreproaching eee . 
Impossible. Then hear, and yet be just. 


Fas. LAride.] Oh! that CR thus ere 
pn One. 
Med. Not love Ls not a . 5 
But fame and conquest, mutual toils and hardships, 
All, which is marvellous and great, conspir c- 
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To make us one. What stars in distant skies, 

What seas, what shores, unvisited before, 

Have we not seen together? And what perils 99 
Could each inhospitable clime present, | 
From which Medea hath not sav'd her Jason ? 

Our toils at length surmounted, must we part? 

My lord-my husband — father of these boys! 

Shame, anguish, desperation, rush upon me! 

They bind my heart in adamantine woes! _ 

. They weigh me down—They bear me to the earth. 


[ Kneeling with the Children. 


Thus low behold the issue of the Sun _ 
Imploring pity of the man who scorn'd her. 
Fas. Canst thou, O Juno, from thy neighb' ring _ 
7 View this illustrious sufPrer at my feet, 101 
Nor swift destruction from thy altar shower #® 
On my perfidious head? Why rather, goddess, : 
„ Who hast thy thunder, like thy husband Jove, 
Didst thou not blast me, when, by furies guided, 
I ratify'd but now th' unhallow'd contract | 
Med. [ Rising.] What hast thou said? 
Fas. Creüsa — is my wife. 
[He starts at Medea's looks, then fixes bis eyes  afenh * 
Ber, and, after come time proceeds. 
Medea Ha! have sense and motion left her ! 
Her colour dies, which once outshone the. morn} 110 
Those radiant eyes, whose majesty proclaim'd | 
The Sun's own progeny, withdraw their lustre 
Oh! thou most injur'd, utter thy mien Ei; 
. Give words to anger, and to sorrow tears! 
Med. eee What prodigy i is Ware. ? 
Look yonder F 
14 Cole. Gogo, children, to the temple; 
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Avoid this sight. 
[The Children are led off by Phæacian to the mr 
Med. What wonderful appearance 
Floats on the main, and stems the lofty surge? 120 
Jas. O execrable perfidy! 2 fills «© the loveliest eyes 
with tears,“ 
The noblest heart with pangs, the most enlighten'd mind 
with madness ! 00 
Med. See, where yon snowy concave, in its bozom 
a Golleging all the motion of the winds, 
Drives the huge burthen to th' affrighted shore! 
Jas. O had the flood, she sees in frantic —— 


Ingulph'd that bark! | 
Med. [ Advancing towards him.] What art them, most pre- 
sumptuous 
Who dar*st approach the limits of this region ? 
Hast thou not heard, that bulls with brazen feet, 130 


And sleepless dragons, guard the fatal soil? 
He hears unterrify d ne'er beheld _ 
Such majesty and grace, | We: 
Jas. Debas'd, deform'd | 
By guilt's polluting hand ! 
Med. He speaks— What music! 
He claims the golden fleece What means this warmth, . 
Which prompts my hand to give the radiant prize? 5 
But wilt thou prove then constant ever kind? | 
I must, I will believe thee. © SE: 1340 
1 Cole. What remorse, 85 
What consternation petrify his frame! | 
And she grows wilder. 
Med. Hark! With flaming . 
The bulls begin to roar ! The forest trembles! 
And see, the dragon hither points his course! 
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See, his huge pinions beat the tortur'd air! 

His monstrous body rolls the blast before him, 

And sails amidst a whirlwind ! Dost thou droop ? | 

Be not dismay'd, my hero! Stand behind. 150 

Attend, ye demons, whose contagious breath 

Defiles the sun, who chill the fiercest heart, 

And lock in drowsy sloth the nerves of strength! 
Fas. Assume thy terrors—Moulder me to dust. 

Now call thy demons, whose infernal grasp 

May snatch and hurl me to my destin'd pains. 

Let me be stretch'd on torn Ixion's wheel, 

Or, chain'd in burning adamant, endure 

The tooth of vipers, and the scorpion's sting; 

Oh! rather, rather than behold thy suff' rings! 160 
Med. Why art thou pale and languid ? 2 art safe! 

The slumb'ring monster drops his scaly wings! 

Thine is the fleece Medea too is thine ! 

Jason throws himself back, and is received by the Colchians, 
Confusion and amazement !—Ts he vanish'd ? | | 
Where am I?—On a rock, a desert cliff, 

Which overhangs the unfrequented waves; 

No plant, but moss, to hide its craggy sides; 

No shelter nigh my tempest-beaten head: 

And, lo! two infants clinging to my knees, | 
Who join my grief, and call Medea mother! | 170 
O thou false hero, whither art thou fled ? | 
Hark—The wind only answers my complaint, 

It is the sea which murmurs to my groans! 

Ha! what art thou, grim shape, embru'd with gore ? 
Why dost thou wave that Stygian torch around? 
Art thou Revenge from Tartarus enlarg d 

To aid Medea? Come, then, shake thy brand 
Before my steps! To perpetrate thy mischief, 
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The winds shall lend their swiftness, hell its fiends, 179 
The sea its fury, and the Sun his flames 5 LExit. 
14. Colc. Resume thy courage. | | | 
Jas. Yes, my soul emerges 
From dark confusion, now she knows the worst. 
My sight is clear'd, my enterprize resoly'd, 
And hope enlarges my advent'rous spirit. 
15t Colc. I hear in wonder, Prince. At least e thee 
To guard Medea in her new distress, | 
Whom Creon threatens to expel. | 
"Far. The priestess will be her safeguard u | 
+ 15t Cole. Restrain thy speech, | | 190 
And look behind thee. He is sent from Creon 
To drive her hence. on inn hed ebony 


© 


14 


| | Enter LyCanDes. 
Far. Lycander! '-i jt 
Lyc. Prince, allow me | 
With this old Colchian to confer a moment. | 
10. Cole. Nay, speak aloud. 15 4A 
Lyc. Thou know'st my errand, Colchian. | 
1:t Colc. Yes, if our princess ner _— not, 
Thou wilt by force remove her. ET. 
Jas. Base and impious! —_ e ee 
Now should these hands, which yok'd tt the brazen bulls, 
Divide thy limbs, and hurl the mangled fragments 
From yonder promontory's brow, to feast 
The scaly monsters in the Hood below ; 
It were a righteous sacrifice to justice: 
But thou art brother to the good Theano. | 
'  Lyc. Whom thou dost wrong in me. By her consent, 
And on Medea's promise to depart, e 
I came to guide her with respectful care 


'q 
wm 
» 
? 
4441 
1 
#4 
. 
*t 
4 
+ 
1 7 
| 
1 þ 


. = 
F l » l So D a7 . — — = 
G * r — A YL - 
_ & q = 


42 IV. MEDEA» 


To Corinth's verge, Compassion for this princess, 


Dread of the king, and rev'rence for the goddess, 
With all thy changes, Prince, perplex my course ; 
That through the maze of this eventful day 
I ne'er shall tread securely. 
Jas. Nay, Lycander, 
If thou art blameless 
Lyc. Stop. The king is here, 
To widen this confusion, 


ä Enter CR EON and Attendants, 
Creon. ¶ Entering. ] I am told, 
That with a pensive mien he left the palace, 
And join'd a Colchian of Medea's train. 
Gods! he is here - disorder'd— with Lycander 
And that old stranger all in sullen silence 
At my appearance. 
What are your consultations? Speak, Lycander! 
Lyc. My liege, I cannot, uninform'd like thee. 
Creon. Then, as a king.and father, I demand 
Of thee, Thessalian hero, why, confus' d | 
At my approach, thy countenance is fall'n? 


Fas. At thy approach | More formidable pow'rs | 
Could never awe this heart, which MR bath vanquish'd, + 


But its own frailtie. 

Creon. Visions 

Jas. Hear with patience. 
The tutelary deity of Corintn 7 
Sits here in awful judgment. Virtue pleads 
And pity weeps before her. Thou and! 
At this tribunal, show our guilty heads. 

Long have we slumber'd on the couch of folly ; 3 

Let us awaken from the n dream, 


Jason—He replies not ? 


3* 
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Nor each rebuke the other for his weakness, 

But acquiesce in Juno's just decree. | 

I must annul my contract with thy daughter, 


And bid her now eternally farewell. 55 
|  Creen. Eternally farewell! I Rakes. HR 
Is not Medea gone? | 
Lyc. My lord, the time——  - 
Creon. Inactive traitor! Go ane) seize that fiend! 
Jas. [To Creon.] Hold. Thou ee me still the 
| gentle Jason, | 
The pliant vassal of my father's will, PENS + 250 
And thy ambition. I am chang'd—My heart 
Is full of tumult—New-created rage, | 5 
Rage at myself, at Eson too, and thee, 
Now ravages my bosom— Then be counsell'd, 
Nor tempt the wild, ungovernable transports 
Of one distemper'd with a foul — 
Of guilt, despair, and shame. 
Creon. Presumptuous boy! 2 : 
Do thy exploits by sorcery achiev'd, - 
Do thy rude trophies from barbarians won, 260 
Exalt thy pride to brave a Grecian monarch ? 
When now, from all inheritance expelPd +45 
A needy exile, thou hast no support, 
But from my throne, whose mn eg Is. granted 
To thy imploring father. 
Fas. 1 reject 1 it, 
on en A ee eee 
Can I want aid, rgonaytic leader? | 1 -MER 
While Hercules, while n and Peleus, Haq 270 
While sacred Orpheus, and the twins of Leda, 1 
Remain unconquer'd to assert my cause? 
Why do I measure folly back to folly, 
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And here degrade my honours and renown 
With boasts resembling thine ? Farewell for ever. 
[ Exit cum Cole. 
Cranes Ha! I perceive his . Haste, collect 5 
[To one of his Attendants. 


A faithful band: secure Medea's veel 2 
Ye blackest demons of resentment, rise 55 
March by my side, and brandish you my sceptre 

[To another of his Attendants. 
Thou shut the city- gates Let none depart 
Without my licence! I will hold him still, | 280 


And cast him prostrate at Creiisa's feet ! 


Enter TagAxo. 
Thea. I heard thy threat'ning voice, O blindly fix'd 


In disobedience to the queen of gods. 
Creon. Dar'st thou, sole auth'ress of thy sov 'reign” 8 ils, 


Confront his anger? First on thee, confed' rate 


- 11 {Do a4 
With this rebellions shall thy vengeance fall, | 
By thy design'd miscondu@ Jason twice 
| Hath seen Medea. 
Lyc. Chance, or Heav'n's 5 
Not my contrivancde. | 2490 


Creon. Seize and drag him hence; 
Low in a dungeon hide him; chain him down 
In damps and darkness! 

Lyc. Citizens of Corinth, 
This place is holy ! In the name of Junßs 
I I claim protection! 
' Thea. Universal rey'rence, 2 
From your forefathers at the birth of Corinth, 
Hath guarded still th' inviolable grove. 
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I will assemble those shall force this refuge, 


The seat of priestly craft to aid sedition ; - 


When thou in torture shalt atone thy crime! 
Den. Once more I warn thee to revere a goddess. 
Creon. No, I revere a god, the god of thunders! 
Jove, thou didst toil for empire; so shall Creon, 
And show the earth a pattern of thy sway! 
For empire thou thy father didst dethrone, 


Thy Titan kindred plunge in deepest hell. ws 
310 


The giant, lancing from his hundred hands 
A hundred rocks to shake th* Olympian tow'rs 


Thou didst with labour yanquish ! Shall these shades 


Which awe the vulgar, shall the ready prey 
To ew'ry firebrand, or the woodman's ax, 


Obstru& a king? No, insolent revolters, 
Soon shall you see me lift the bloody scourge 
Of chastisement, unsheath the sword of havoc, 


Thea. Impious man!! prot * 
Do thou consult thy safety. | 469 


Lyc. Be not anxious, 


The king's own rashness shall secure Lycander. 


Though years may roll on years, erewe uy 
52 | S "Enter Jaco. 
Fas. A FR} to thy temple . 
Is fled from al] her virgin vhs entreat 


Thy kind permission to pursue her $tePs, 
Where' er her frenzy leads! © 


Thea. My help is ready: HIER FRY 1:8, 
And to thy — n brother tr 


A MEDEA, 55 
Whom Creon threatens with immediate death. 
Vet something whispers, something sure divine, 
That other clouds, of black events will break, 
Ere a new morning rise on troubled Corinth. 
« And we surviving each portentous storm, rh 7 
«© Derive a sad security from horror.“ | [ Exit. 
He. Whate'er this mystic language may import, 
Prince, give attention, 
| Fas. Speak. . | ; 
He. Thy only course | 349 
Is to embark from Corinth with Made; | 
Jas. It was my secret and determin'd purpose. 
Type. Nor yet a secret. Our $uspicious tyrant, __ 
If he could rule his discontented subjects, 
Would stop thy passage. But thy just design 
The public shall befriend, by me alarmd 
At Creon's threat to violate the grove, 
Fas. Can I requite thee ? 
| Lyc. Let me serve thee first; 


Requite me after, as my wants _ . 1 8 

Is not thy father yonder ? a; 

Jas. Let him come. 12 5 

Go, and expect me shortly on the beach. 15 Lyc. 
Enter Esox. 5 


LEs. What have I heard? TH exasperated 8 

Jas. Hath told the truth. His daughter I relinquish. 

As, Off with this bridal pageantry, which mocks | 
With gay delusion my disastrous age, ; 
- Reach me again my sable; from thy hand + 
I will receive it: from thy barb'rous hand 
Let dust be sprinkled on my joyless head. 360 
Nay, rather turn invincible against me; . 
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Lock in that nervous gripe these snowy hairs ; 


And to the hov'ring eagles on the beach 
Cast my disfigur'd relics! Dost thou pause 2 : 


Think'st thou, that Jason's father will be seen 
| Decrepid, tott'ring with distress and years, 
A vagabond, a suppliant for protection 


Among the happier princes? No, my son, 
Though not like thee the faulchion I can wield, 


And mow my foes before me, I can die | 370 
©) Fas Com'st thou with threat'nings ? e tremendous 
| goddess, | 


Whose piercing eye from ED hind diseerns 
Guile in its naked shape through ev'ry garb, 
And marks ingratitude for signal vengeance, 
Knows that we merit both to die: yet, dying, 
We could not expiate our unmatch'd offence. 

Ls. What unaccustom'd, terrifying sternness 


5 Frowns on that aspect? Gentle have I known thee 


From infancy to manhood, ne'er before e 


Have felt thee dreadful! : | | as 


Jas. Ever from thy fears 
Wilt thou take counsel? Can the voice of pity, 


Benevolence, and equity, convey 


No admonition ?, O exalt thy ain 

From this base earth, the mansion of deceit, 

Of perjuries and crimes. · Ere& thy visage 

6 To Thetmis, heav'n-thron'd patroness of justice. 7 
« Invoke her aid, that strengthen'd thou mayst hear,“ 
Nor be confounded at thy son's resolves, 

By no persuasion, artifice, or menace, | 399 


My now-reviving dignity of mind 


From its own summit shall again descend. 
s. What would my Jason 
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Jas. Take the holy priestess; 1 en 
Repair to Creon: with united counsels 
Him first from i impious violence dissuade: 
And then—— - 
Z.. To whose protection must I fly? 
Fas. To mine. Abandon Corinth, and at Thebes, 
Not three days march from these detested gates, 409 
Expect my presence. Hercules is there; | 
My friend, my soldier. He with ev'ry hero, 
. Who once obey'd my standard, will again 
Leagne their auxiliar swords, and save Iolcos. 
Let this suffice=If not—Persist no more. * 
Thy son is fix'd, immoveable as fate. [ Thunder. 
As. Thy mightier genius awes me! I submit! 
We are all guilty—Juno so proclaims ! 
But, oh, amid these prodigies, my Jason, 


Not one alarms me like the rude commotion 410 
Which shakes thy placid bosom! Be compos'd. i 
I will conduct Theano to the king. l Exit. 


Fas. Look down, connubial goddess, and with hope 
[Jason ne reward; the Temple. 
Let thy 8 divinity indulge 
A hero off' ring at thy holy shrine 
His spirit humbled with repentant sighs. 
' You too attend, ye favourable gales, 
And swiftly waft us to the kind embrace ._ 
Of our companion Orpheus; who shall breathe 
« His tuneful consolation in a strain 0 5 | 420 
4 Of grief- composing energy to charm”? | 
Distraction's rage, till new-born reason smile. 
Then with her children, lovely as the mother, . 
Shall blooming Tempe on its flow'ry lap a 
| Again receive her; “ while Peneus” stream 
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2 Blends with the flittling warblers on his banks 


« His murm'ring cadence to delight her ear: 
And I once more along th' accustom'd vale 


Shall, by the lustre of the silent moon, 


Walk by her side attentive, while her tongue 
Unfolds the pow'rs of Heav'n's resplendent train 
Of magic numbers, and mysterious spelis, 

And feasts with knowledge my enraptur d soul. 


Enter Colchians. 


* Sire of etes, god rever'd 


4 By our forefathers on their sands 


„ Bleach'd by the Euxine's restless foam, 


« Effulgent origin of day; 

« Who with illimitable vie,, 

„ As from the amber-portal'd. east 

«« Thy coursers fiery-man'd proceed, 
5 $ce'st the deep-bosom'd woes of men ; 


Whether plac d in mildest elimes, 
« Or beneath the sultry Wheels, 
« Whether freezing near the pole, 
«« All the various race of care. : 


2 vet to thy sad —— eye 

« Can this diversity of grief Fi 
4 Not one present through all thy course 
« To match thy own Medea's pain. 

« Lo! ev'ry flow'r of wisdom fades 


* Within her large and fertile breast, 


« A desert now by tempests rang d, 
*The seat of wild discordant thoughts, 5 


Ad IV. 


430 


[ Exit. 
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„God of wisdom and of light,  [Trochaics, 
% O relume her darken'd soul! N 

Let her, though begirt with ill, 
« Still thy progeny be known. [ Exeunt.- 
CCC 


ACT Y. SCENE I. 


. Taravo A from the Temple, Esox and Colchians. 


"Ew, 
Wa enk is the priestess, Colchian ? 
In Cole. There descending. 
Pale consternation overcasts her visage. 
Thea. O most portentous, execrable sight 
I led the virgins to rejoin your princess, 
Who had escap*d their care Mysterious Heav'n ! 
Where was thy pow'r to check a mother's rage? 
Where was thy mercy, when her savage hand 
Unclos'd the jaws of slaughter on her children? 
Es. Oh! all-surpassing evil! 
17 Colc. When and how? Oh, speak! 
Thea. A knife of sacrifice she seiz d, 
And in their tender bosoms plung'd its point ! 
We found her planted near their welt'ring limbs ; 
Her fiery eye-balls on their wounds were fix*d ; 
A ghastly triumph swell'd her wild revenge, 
And madness mingled "= with horror! 
ZEs. Horror E 6k. 
Is my companion now! The race of Jeodm 
One common crime hath swallow'd in its gulph! 


Thea. The goddess bow'd in pity from her * 


When straight a voice, oracular in thunder, 


* 
10 
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Whose awful clamour must have reach'd your ears, 
Peal'd o'er the rocking temple. Impious Creon,” 
The voice proclaim'd, © thy guilt hath fill'd its measure; 
'« Then fall, thou victim to the gods of hell! 

Ls. Tremendous sentence! 

Thea. I, with fearful steps, 
Haste to the palace. Z | 

As. Make me thy associate, f 30 


And I to calm his violence will join. 
[Exeunt 'Theano and Eon. 


MepkA ruching from the Temple, Phœacians follewing. 
1 Colc. Behold, where, EE with her children's 
bloods . 
The lost Medea comes! 
Med. It is begun ! 
| Now, to complete my vengeance, will I mount 
The burning chariot of my bright forefather; 
The rapid steeds o'er Corinth will I drive, 
And, with the scatter'd lightnings from their manes, 7 
Consume its walls, its battlements and tow'rs, 40 
Its princes, people, palaces, and temples! 
Then, as the flames embrace the purple clouds, 
And the proud city crumbles from its base, 
The demon of my rage and indignation, 
All grim and wrapt in terror, shall bestride 
The mou ainous embers, and denounce abroad 
To gods and men my wrongs, and my revenge 
14. Calc. How is thy wisdom exil'd from wy . 
Its native seat, nor leaves one trace behind 7550 
To show it once was there!! 355 
Med. Weep'st thou, old man? N 
* ä thou venerable mourner, ids 


. : MEDEA. 

Thuy cause of anguish ! Hadst thou not a daughter 
Wise like Minerva, like the morning fair, 

And once thy dearest comfort? Hath she left thee, 
Left thy decrepid head for grief to seize 


And dash against the tomb “ Weep, weep, old man, ; 


« The slight remainder of thy. days exhaust 

« In lamentation ; she is lost for ever, 

% Lost to herself and thee : and never more 

« Shalt thou the beauty of her face contemplate, 
“Nor hear again the wisdom of her tongue.” 

15 Cele, Thou dost mistake me for thy stern Zetes. 
I am but one among th' unnumber'd Colchians, 
Who mourn in thee their nation's glory. fall'n. 

Med. I well deserve this pity—yours—and. yours, 
Who kindly weep around me. As I pass, 
I wade through seas of tears I hear no sound 
But sighs and groans from sorrow-beaten breasts. 
Dishevell'd fragments of uprooted hairs 
From the wild head of anguish fly about mel 

Is it not fitting? When Medea mourns, 

Shall not the skies assume their blackest ws 

And scow] upon mankind ? Medea sighs; 

Shall not hell groan, and-heay'n reply i in thunder? 
It is the offspring of the Sun, who wrings 

Her helpless hands, who rends her scatter'd locks l 
My heart is cold. The thread of life unwinds. 
| Now triumph, death—Thy conquest is Medea! 


61 


20 


| [She 5inks into the lap of a Phœacian. 
1 Cole. Repose her harass'd limbs with tend? rest care. 80 


If this delirious transport be no more 
Than some short tumult of the heated brain; 
Refreshing Sleep may cool that seat of thought, 
And wand'ring reason sojourn there again. 

N ; 


44 ©: 
af 
* 
Ws 
by au; 
* 
« F i 
1 3 
_ 
BY j 
5 * 
TT 
1 
« 
8 
| WE) 
5 
: T.2-£ 
| C 
} 4 


1 
jt 
+4 


l 
= „ 1 E 
— 2 5 = 8 9 8 1 0 
KALE f - b "ny ib 5 
AA — 1 SE gc 
8 
— — 


F 62 MEDEA., 


Essay your vocal pow'r, harmonious maids ; | 
Some new and soothing modulation choose; 


Dress in persuasive melody your numbers, 
Whose artful cadence from the breaking heart 


May steal its cares, and fold diem in oblivion. 
 Phceacian turning towards the 56a. 


Azure god, whose active waters | [Trochaics. 
Beat with endless toil below 


Calm the ruder blasts to slumberz; _ 
While to yonder grove, which bends 
Stately o'er thy shaded boscom, - 
Softly-sighing gales aspire. 
And, ye zephyrs, which ascending 
Fan the plumy verdure there, 


Lulling whispers, . drowsy murmurs 


Through the trembling foliage breaths 
O'er the wakeful brow of sorrow 
© Care-beguiling sleep to spread. 
Or my gently-soothing measure 
On your downy pinions bear 
Through the grief-distemper'd spirit 
With delusion sweet to steal, 
Till, on music's lap dissolving, 18 2625 
Madness lull its weary head. 4 ; 


17 Cole; Your queen recovers, _ her tk Serene 


Shows the mild beam of reason $hines anew. - 
Med. Grief, as o'erlabour'd with its hace: 

- Awhile is\papsing, till its strength return, | 

I will at least possess the short reließf 

To see my infants. Sure, my faithful friends, 

From my sad heart no evils can erase +: 


Maternal gladness at my children's sight. 555 vale $ilt 1292 


x. 
he nora, 


91 


A 3*# q 


110 


Go, lead them from the temple— They will mile, anus bi. 


I 
- 
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And lift my thoughts to momentary joys 
Not gone, my virgins ? Wherefore this delay ? 


Why all aghast ? Why tremble thus your limbs ? 119 


Ha ! whence this blood? My hands are dipt in slaughter. 
Speak, ye dumb oracles of terror, speak ! [Rising 
Where are my children ? My distracted brain 1 
A thousand dreadful images recalls 
Imperfectly remember d—Speak, I charge you ? 
Where are my children — Silent still and pale! | 
Enough Fell pow'rs, your purpose is accomplish'd ; 
Medea's suff rings are complete and full ! , 

14. Colc. The swelling passions struggle i in her breast, 
And find no vent. My ever-honour'd mistress, 
This is the time for tears and exclamations. | 130 
Med. Can exclamations down the wind convey 
From these retentive ears my children's groans? 
Or can this murd*rous hand by tears be whiten; d? 

« Hear, Neptune ober this citadel emerge 
« To reach my crime; or send the pow*r of whites 
« To s8weep my footsteps from the stable earth! 
« In rapid flight to Caucasus transport | 
« And fix me shiv'ring on the pointed rock ! 
Let Nemesis revive the breathless clay 


« Of my slain infants, to the rav'nous baak 1240 


e Their lips disfigure, and their tender fingers 

« Arm with the vulture's talons; that their wounds 
« May be imprinted on their mother*s breast 

„ With Promethean torture, and her heart 

« In blood bewail the error of her hand !” 

1 Cole. It was the act of ignorance and madness. 
Just Themis knows thy purity of mind, 

And will, with pity, cleanse that erring hand. 
Mad. Not the disburthen'd sluices of the skies, 
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The wat'ry nereids with the ocean's 1 | 150 


Nor all the tears, which misery hath shed, 
Can from the mother wash her children's blood ! 


Where shall 1 hide me from the piercing day ? 


| What man will grant protection to my guilt, 


What god afford me safeguard to his altar ? 
Thou must alone receive me, thou, O earth! 
Then, while I crush my bosom on thy surface, 
And grasp the dust within my struggling hands, 


Distain my limbs, and strike my head against thee, 


At length in pity of my suff rings sue | 57) 160 


The loit'ring gods to rear the friendly bolt, 


And close my sorrows on thy peaceful breast! 
. It Cole. See Jason too unconscious of his loss ! 


0 1 Enter Jason. 
Tal Is the retor d? 8 
17 Cole. Restor'd to full sensation 

Of her increas d afflictions, there she lies. K 
Zas. © They shall be soon diminish'd 4 fate at _—_ 

« Hath folded up its inauspicious scroll, | 

« And fairer volumes open to our eyes. EY 

I see, you doubt me all. That pale dejection 170 


4 Reveals distrust and fear! I tell you, C olchians, 


Bros Prophetic, Themis from her spotless shrine, — ' 


% 


% When che unfolds the oracle of justice, 

* Fills not her priest with more enraptur'd fervor, 9 
« Than nom her present deity supplies 

« To my stability of soul, which marks 


* Success in prospect, and will show me stil! 
Not less than Jason in the brightest hour, 


«© Vourselves can N ds pass'd achievements. 1 


Perhaps she sleeps | . [Looking attentively on 3 
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1 Cole, Ah! no. | 181 
Fas. Then, dearest woman, | | 
Look on me, hear me, trust me once again; 
I have resign'd Creiisa and her kingdom; 
I have appeas'd my father ; Creon's wrath. 
Is ineffectual now: then deign to cast 
One glance on Jason, on thy suppliant husband 
Return'd in tears of penitence and shame, 
But with redoubled tenderness and truth ! | 
| Med. Oh! Jason Thou and I have once been "SRL | 
; What are we now ? 191 
Fas. Let thy forgiving breath. he 
Revive my courage fetter'd yet and tame 
With thy displeasure ; and my active love 
Shall soon transport thee from this seat of wo; 
Then, as we bound before the fav'ring gale, 
Shall fondly whisper, we may still be happy! 
Med. [Starting up.] e _ hands ! 
Fas. What blood is this? | 
Med. Thy children's. 200 
| Fas. Inhuman Creon ! could thy malice choose 5 
No other victims than my blameless boys? 
I come, incens'd Corinthians, to divulge 
This profanation through your madding streets; 
Myself will guide your torrent of revolt, 
And whelm its billows on this royal savage | 
Med. If Heav'n had once meant kindly to eden, 
Some tyrant had been found, some other hand, 
Than hers alone to spill her children's blood! | 
| The season for upbraiding is no more: 210 
But know, thou wretched like myself, that madness Ip 
Arm'd my blind rage against them, and the deed 
Now weighs me down to everlasting night? 


. 
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Fas. [Falling on » bis knees.] O . he ange balance to 
mankind 

Distributes justice and restoring mercy ! 

If pray'rs from this polluted breast may reach 

Thy pure abode, exert thy righteous pow'r, 

Drop thy assuaging pity on her heart; 

On me exhaust the quiver of thy vengeance ! | 
Med. Was not my portion of distresses large 220 

Ve pow'rs obdurate ? Hath this heart refus'd . ST 

To sigh, these eyes been sparing of their streams? 

Impell'd by indignation, still my spirit : 

Would challenge your injustice, which Regs 

My children's blood to mingle with my tears. 

Take back the mighty mind you fram'd to break, 

First rent by en W = guilt deform'd'! 

t [Draws a foignard. | 

1 A voice 2 * temple. Hold, ng of the . 1705 
repair 
To Juno's shrine; reply not, but obey. c . 

Med. Malignant goddess, to prolong my pain, | 230 

= wy * ne, the ne of my arm K 

ehe drops the dagger 


© Ye es, to accuse es at thy abrine J come 


«& The guardian thou of marriage, hast | apes 12 4. 

* The violation of connubial faith; | | SAY 

% And from that sbrine didst pityless behold © vhs: 

i The fruit of marriage by a mother's hand 8 5 

& Dasb'd on\thy pavement. oy gain m Lightning. 
« Yes, amidst thy lipbininge * 

« And triple-bolted thunder, shalt thou be. | 

“% My execrations to provoke thy terrors ; n b e 205 

« Who, single authi rest of Medea's wwrongs, rh” = 1 
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- Fas. Celestial presence, I adore thy greatness ; 

Yet thy tremendous voice, which rocks these bulwarks, 

Appals not me, who bid destruction welcome! : 

Hope, which cements the structure of the heart, 

From mine is moulder'd, and despair is lodg*d + 6k 

Within the ruins. „all. 


— 


- Enter Lx cAN DER. 


Lyc. Gods! what new reverse 
" Hath cast the first of heroes to the earth? 250 
Thy mariners expect thee ; haste away. ä 
Too high the ferment rises! Oh! recall 
Theano's last presage of black eyents ! 
The wild impatience of religious rage 
Stings ev'ry bosom ! Our Corinthian dames 
« Range thro? the streets with torches in their hands, 
« Invoking Juno, hymeneal Juno: | 
« An impulse more than natural directs 
© Those armed numbers to some hideous act! . 
« They breathe demoniac fury on the palace! 260 
« Should Creon meet them he must fall.” Rise, prince ; 3 
I must attend thy flight. Our timely absence 
Will save our streets from homicide! 
Jas. No, death may reach me too! 
Lyc. For pity—Ha ! the skies 
Share in our tumult, and a bloody veil 
Hangs o'er the sick' ning sun! The air wheels round us! 
Grim Neptune yonder shakes his stormy trident ! 
Why heaves the loosen'd rock ? Why drop these clouds. 
" in threat'ning murmurs from their dusky folds 270 
Streak'd with sulphureous gleams ? 6 4 
e l Thunder, lightning, and the Ae darken'd. 
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Fas. [ Rising.] This suits my soul ra 
For its infernal journey all prepar'd, 
A pale attendant on my children's ghosts 
In Tartarus to dwell, while they . F 
In blest Elysium! 
15: Calc. Look, the holy priestess 
Breaks from the palace in disorder'd haste, 
And to her temple flies! In consternation 
on Eson too is nigh. | 280 


Enter Z$0N pay, Thessalians. | 


. My son! my son! 
- Fas. If thou dost bring fresh evils, thou art 3 
:. We found the harden'd king! My words were vain, 
So were Theano's ! With a desp'rate band, 
Of life regardless, and contemning Juno, 
Against her grove he sallies 
Creon. { Behind the scenes.] Since no longer 
You dread my sceptre, you shall feel my sword; 
« Which o'er your mangled carcases shall hew _ 
Its purple passage to chastise the author 2390 
0 Of this revolt, and chase barbarian's hence. T“ 
The: The king s rash voice. He eee, 
\ \ WED ; [4 Shout — 
LAs. Hideous, roar ! es | [Thar and een. 
O Jove, be merciful ! ! 
Lyc. He gives the signal, 1 959 
And shows th the tumult apa thoes leid flames 1 ne $3 
Fas. 1 — the clang of arms ! Unmoy'd and cold, | 
My. heart rejects that once-enliv'ning sound, | 


And sighs for dissolution Pause awhile, 


Sad spirit, till Medez's fate is known, os pf ps ve | 300 
5 Then prompt my ama to justice on myself . 
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LEs. That Shout denounces 8 15 
Iyc. Ves, and safety, 8 
/ To = but Creon. Give mw torrent way! 


Res- Coflnthiae. | 


i Cars Where i is the honanr'd priestess * we vill Nr 


If she so wills, the sacrilegious head 

Of our slain tyrant to her sacred feet! EE 
- Lyc. Be silent all! Theano from the 3 : 
To this assembly moves! Night flies before her ; | 
Earth, seas, and heav'ns are calm'd! 310 


Enter Fake, 


7 hea. Yes sons of Corinth, 5 | 
Old men of Colchis and Thessalians, hear! 
At length the gods restrain their ven geful [I ! 
The dreadful scene is clos'd ! Tolchian prince, 
Thou from Æetes' daughter art disjoin'd ! 
Look, where the goddess though th' aerial champaign 
Sends in a chariot, drawn by winged dragons, 
That all-transcending woman into. climes | 
Remote — but whither, is from thee conceal' d! I Thunder. 


” Tier Mzpza in a Chariot, 


« Med. Fine-breathing couriers through the fields of air, 
«© Arrect your course obedient ta this wand ; 321 
« Ab, what detains me longer in the sight | 
&« Of hateful Corinth but on thee to cart 
« 4 parting look, and come forgiving tears, | 
t Shed on thy errors, Facon—Oh, farewell ! 
*« Constrain'd by Juno, and my parent gods, 
- Wi bo have subdu'd my anger, not * grief, 

K 


70 MED EA. Ad V. 


4 Ober tea: a to wander and explore 


cc The devious 2 5 destiny 1 89. 3 | Thunder, 
1.66 [Exit j in the Chariot.“ 


J. Heav'n guide her fortunes. This shall govern mine. 
5 -Þ | [ Offers to fall on his Sword, but is prevented. 

„ Thea: Unmanly.desperation ! Will the grave 331 

Hide thy disgrace, or Wl-tongu'd rumour die, BY 

When thou art ashes? No. Recall thy manhood 2 

Thou hast a father's kingdom to redeem! 

Go, save a nation ! These afflicted maids, 

These aged Colchians, to their home restore. 

Thus shall the censure, which thy frailty merits, - 

Be chang'd to blessings on thy gen'rous deeds, 


And Time's light finger loosen from thy breast - 340 
Its root of care, till peace of mind return: 
. . > OO [Eneunt omnes. 
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THE GAMESTERS. 


Tais Comedy i is an alteration from SHIRLEY and C. Jonn- 


so by GARRICEk. It is a busy Play, and contains that sort 


of involved incident, without which the finest dialogue and 
the purest sentiment is but thrown away upon an audience. 


. The Critics have been divided touching the propriety of 
certain alterations in the present piece. The moderate opinion 
Seems to be, that, from the pruning hand of our great Master 
of stage effect, it acts better, but t that something is subducted 

c from the pleasure of the closet E perusal, given by the original. 


11 has unqueztionably. creles 'of considerable smartness, 
and incidents that interest very divertingly ; but yet the lan- 
guage is generally rugged—it is an antique, but ths original 
was neyer of the purest execution. 
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42 6 PROLOGUE. 


* "WRYTTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK, 
. 7 5 
 WHENE'ER the wits of France taks pen in hand, 
To give a Sketch of you, and this our land; 8 
= „ 
To avit—their great ruperiority ! 
Urge what you will, they ui baus this to 1094 
' That you wwho ape them, are less wise than they. 
Tis thus there well-bred letter-<oriters ue us ; | 
They trip ver here; with half an eye pernze us; 
_ Embrace us, cat our meat, aud then—abuce us. LAY 
When this/ crit, that's now before ye; 
The Englich stage bad reath'd its point of glory ! 
No paltry thefts dizgrac'd this author's pen, 45 
| He painted Englich manners, Englich mens (=>; 
A forw'd his tate on Shaksjpert and old Ben. N 
Then were French farces, fachions, quite an u n; 
i CECE 
N vicious modes, no zeal for imitation, 
Had chang', deform*d, and uni the Britich nation; 
Should ye ever from yoursebves estrang d, 
The cock will crow, to ger the lion chang ß 
N To Joatt our liberty is weak and vain, 
N ile tyrant vices in our bosoms reign - 
| Not liberty alone a nation saves; = 
Corrupted freemen are the <worst of lauert. 
Let Prussia's sont each Englich breast inflame j 
O be our spirit, as our cause, the same 
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And as our hearts with one religion glow, 
et us with all their ardours drive the foe, 
As Heav'n had rais'd our arm, as Heav'n had giv'n the 
blow ! 
_ Would you rekindle all your ancient fires ? 
Extinguich first your modern, vain desires : 
Still it is yours, your glories to retrieve ; 
Lop but the branches, and the tree ball live : 
With these ered a pile for sacrifice ! | 1 
And in the midst—throw all your cards and dice „ 
hben fire the heap ; and as it sinks to earth 
The British genius shall have second birth ! 
Shall, phaenix-like, rise perfect from the flame, 
Spring from the dust, and mount again to fame! 
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THE GAMESTERS. 


ACT I. SENI. 
| CEE - a 


Enter WII DIN and PznzLor nl 


Wilding. 


| War need you be so coy now ? 
Pen. Pray collect i 
Yourself; remember what you are, and whose: 
You have a virtuous gentlewoman ; think 
Upon your faith to her. 
_ Wild. Think of a fiddlestick ! | 
While you put me in mind of what I am, 
You quite forget yourself. My wife, I allow; 
Your kinswoman far off; to whom, a widow, | 
Your father left you, with a handsome fortune; .: 0 
Which, by her marriage, I have in possession; n; 
And you too; therefore, as you hope to be 
In due time worth a husband, think upon't, 
I can deserve respect; then wisely use me, 
As you would keep me. | 
Pen. This is but a trial 
Of my strength; for I know you have more charity. | 
(Should I consent) than Shipwreck Ines own honour. _ 
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But take heed, sir, how you proceed to jest _ | ; 
With frailty ; lest too much disordering | 20 
Your good thoughts, you e and * degrees 
Lose your own innocence. 

Wild. I jest! you'd have me swear; 
And yet you should not think it such a wonder 
To love, sure. Come, shake off this frost; it spoils thee; 
Vour nature should he soft and flexible. 
Perhaps thou think'st—1 do not love thee heartily: 
I know not how to give thee better testimony, 
Than by offering myself to thee : if my wife die, 
(As ten to one she's not immortal) we 39 
May couple t'other way. 7 

Pen. What argument is this 

To assure the truth of your affection to me, 
That break your vows to her ? 
Wild. Oh! great argument, 
An' you observe: she was a widow when 
I marry'd her; thou'rt a young maid, and handsome. 

Pen. Can you be so ungrateful, then, to punis | 
Whom you should reward? Remember, sir, she brought you 
That wealth you have; took you from nothing 40 

Mila. There's reason then for nothing I should love her. 
Hang her estate! I was held a Fog man 
And in that point desery'd her, an' she had millions: 

An' I were free again, Ar not draw 
I' th' team of marriage ten subsidies; 
Not to command a province. 8 

Pen. Vet, you said, | 
Were your wife dead you'd marry me. 

Wild. Only thee, and nobody else. 

Pen. Twere dangerous to have many, 50 

Wild. To have one is little less than madness. come, wo't 

promise ! 


- 
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Enter Mrs. WilDinG behind. + 


Pen. What? | 
Wild. A* course you know my meaning. | 
Mrs. Wild. T do not like this whispering : why with her . 
So close in parley ? | 
mila. Wo't thou do this feat for me? 
"Tis finish'd in a pair of minutes. 
Pen, Yes, upon one condition. 
* Wild. What condition ? 
Pen. That your wife give consent; you shall then com- 
mand me. | [ Exit. 
Wild. I'll undertake to go a pilgrimage 61 
To Jerusalem and return sooner. Would 
I did not love thee, love thee infinitely—— 
That's all; *two'not do——My wife! I hope 
She has not eaves-dropp'd us. What pity tis 
She cannot find the way to heav'n. I should not 
Trouble her in haste. These wives will have no conscience, 
But stick to us everlastingly. Now, lady, 
How did your monkey rest last night ? You look 
As you had not said your pray'rs yet; I won't disturb you. 
Mrs. Wild. Pray, sir, stay; let me but know 71 
Some reason why you use me thus unkindly ? 
If I have been guilty of offence, I am not 
Past hope, but with the knowledge of my error 
*Tis possible I may amend and Please you. 
Wild. I do not like you. 
| Mrs. Wild. You did marry me. 
Wild. Yes, I did marry you; here's too much record for't, 
I would there was a parson to unmarry us! 
I any of our clergy had that faculty, Ws 80 
He Eu repair the old, and build as many | a 
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New abbeys thro? the kingdom i in a twelvemonth. 
Shall I speak truth? I never much affected thee : 
I marry'd thee for thy soul's sake, not thy body: 
Yet I do not hate thee. Witness, I dare kiss ; 
Hold thee by the hand, sleep in the same house, 
- + Nay, in the same bed sometimes; but 
Mrs. Wild. What, sir? 
Wild. You have a scurvy quality, wife; 31 told you on't. | 
Mrs. Wild. Once more; and Þ'll correct it. 90 
Wild. You are given to be jealous, I cannot 
Ramble abroad in a gentleman's company 
Whole days, lie out a nights, but you suspect 
I am wanton. Tis ill done; it becomes no modest 
Woman, that loves her husband, to be jealous, 
Whate'er she sees or hears; mend, mend this fault, 
You do not know how it may work upon me. 
Some wives will bid their husband's leverets welcome; ; 
Nay, keep house together; but you ne'er did it: > 
Know their own chamber, and not come forth 100 
Till they be sent for. These morals I have read . 
Before now, but you put them not in practice; | 
Nor, for aught I perceive, have disposition to't. 
Therefore I'll take my course. : 
Mrs. Wild. To shew I can 
Be obedient to my griefs ; from this time, sir, 
I wo' not urge with one unwelcome syllable 
How much I am neglected; I'Il conceal it 
Too from the world: your shame must needs be mine. | 
I see you do not love me; where your heart 110 
Hath plac'd a worthier thonght, let it dwell ever; 
Freely pursue your pleasures; I will have | - 
No passion that shall mutiny ; you are, | 1 
And shall be, lord of me still. 5 
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Wild. J like this, if it be no disguise. 
Mrs. Wild. Do not suspect me; ä 
I would swear by a kiss, if you'd vouchsafe it; 
Vou shall not keep a servant that shall be more humble. h 
wild. And obedient to my will? | 6 5 
Mrs. Wild. In all things. | 120 
Wild. I'll try you then. | [ 4oides 
But if I bring home a mistress 
Mrs. Wild. I'll be patient. 
Vila. What if there be one 
Already that does please me ? will you not 
Repine, and look awry upon's, when we 
Make much of one another ? 
Mrs. Wild. So you will but sometimes smile on me too, 
ll endeavour. 
Mild. Well said: this may do good upon me; as 15 
J find you prompt in this, I may consider 130 
Other matters: to tell you true, I like | 
Your kinswoman. 
Mrs. Wild. How! | Cs 
Mild. How? why as a man Fes like "ang but 
I find her cold and peevisch. How she may TED (\ 
Be brought about I know not. Twould shew well, 
And be a precedent for other wives, 
If you would put your help to't. 
Mrs. Wild. Goodness bless me | 
_+Wild. One woman with another can do more, | 140 
In such a cause, than twenty men. I do not 
Wander, you see, out of the blood; this will 
Be a way to justify your obedience. 
_ Mrs. Wild. You shew a tyrant now; and, stead of 
framing | | 
My soul to patience, murder both. 


4 
V 


my tortures. 
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Wild. Nay, nay, child, if you are out of humour at trifles, 


I must leave you. . 
Mrs. Wild. Stay, sir. 148 

Mild. Not now, mo ee you are oel again you 

m_ expect me. — [ Exit vinging. 


Mrs. Wild. This is not to be borne; my patience is worn 


out; and, one way or other, I must have some respite to 
+ [ Exit. 


— 


SCENE II. 


The Street. Enter WIL DIN SG. 


Vila. ] have gone too far, a conscience this may doll 
all; and, now I think upon it, I was a coxcomb to discover 
any party. I must deny it again, and carry things more 
closely. But, let me see, why do I use this wife of mine thus 
terribly ? She gave me all—ay, that all's the devil! my de- 
sires are satisfied, and I have not a grain of inclination left; 
variety is the thing——in cating, music, wine, or women ; 
nothing but variety gives the palate to them all : now, my 
wife is always the same tune, the same dish, the same dull 
bottle of port ; and, to sum up all, the same „ 


never do. How now, Will? 


3 Enter 1 


Har. How now, Will ! is that all ? = 
Look up, and ask me a question like a man; : = 


What, melancholy ? 
Wild. No, no; a toy, a trifte. | 
Hax. That should be a woman; who is't thou art thinking 


on? 


1 have been of your coungel— 
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Vild. I was thinking o' my wife. | | 171 
We have had a dialogue; come, thou know'st my bosom. 
Hax. When dost mean to use her well ? 
Wild. I know not; but I have offer'd fair conditions. 
She is very confident I do not dote 
Upon her beauty : I have told her; sirrah, 
I love her kinswoman. | 
Hat. Vare not mad? 
Mila. The world's deceiv'd in her; «he'll give me leave 
To ramble where I list; and feed upon 180 
What best delights my appetite. 
Hax. He that has 
An ambition to be strangled in | his Sleep, 
May tell his wife he loves another woman. 
Wild. But I was not content with this. Because 
The other wench was somewhat obstinate; 
I must needs urge my wife to mollify 
And mould her for my purpose, 
Hax. And she consented ? | | | 
Wild. No, *twould not do: 190 - 
This went again her stomach, and we parted: | 
Haz. Next time you see her, look to be presented | 
With your mistress' nose for this. Dost think a woman 
Can be so patient, to know her rival | 
P th' same roof, and leave her eyes to see thee 
Again? I am sorry for thee. | 
Wild. I am confident | 
She dare not : but for all that; would 1 had | 
Been less particular. , | i | 
Has. Come, I love thee well; 200 2: 
But not thy wit, to carry things no handsomer : 
You must unravel again; and make your wife | FE 
| vs Fon did By try her: Ds 
b 
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Wild. Pr'ythee drop the subject; don't set my teeth on edge 
with talking so much about my wife. Canst not see by my 
_ wry faces, that 'tis holding the phial to my nose, after 1 
have taken the physic. Pr'ythee no more of her. Now tell 
me, what brought thee this way ? ES 2 

Hax. I was going to meet old Barnacle. 209 

Wild. Barnacle! what can such opposites possibly do 
together? He wants you to beat somebody for him. 

Hax. Faith, Jack, I have no superfluous valour to dispose 
of l have just enough to defend myself from the i —_— 
nence of some, and the villany of others. 

Wild. A gamester by profession, Will, should * always 
ready to draw his sword, as tlie eireumstances of play and 

the support of his honour may require it. 

Hax. Ves; there are gamesters who are ever drawing their 
swords to support their e and of n are for 
ever fighting. 220 
Wild. And they find their account in't: for gentlemen in 

general had much rather submit to have their pockets pick- 
ed, than run the risque of having their throats cut; 0 
pr'ythee, Hazard, how do you escape these fire-drakes; 
you are pretty open and direct in your censures upon em. 
Hax. What will they get by quarrelling with me? They 

know I dare fight, and that I hate a scoundrel; and when- 
ever Madam Fortune is pleased to jilt, and strip me, I. al- 
ways fall upon her bullies; and as they don't love fighting 
for fighting sake, they. call me an odd fellow; and let me 


alone. | | Rr, ne CBT 
Wild. Ha, ha; ha! but to return to Barnacle——What i is £ 
become of that genius his nephew? 


Haz. Just now returned from college, as great a genius 
as he went [He has been exposing himself these two 
years at the university, in the characters of the rake and 


A 


* 


AI. HRE GAMESTERS. | 5 
the scholar, and now is come up to make tlie same figure in 
town. 

Wild. Ts he not an insufferable blockhead ? | 239 

Haz. Yes, an insufferable blockhead ; but not absolutely 
ignorant. His tutor has got words into him without ideas ; 
so his folly and scholarship Set one another off to a most ri- 
diculous s advantage, 

Wild. What Greek and Latin he has, I suppose, lies in 
his head, as his uncle's money does in the chest, without 
being of the least use to himself or any body else. 

Hax. You are mistaken, sir; his uncle will Spare no ex- 

pence to make his hopeful kinsman a fine gentleman. 

Wild. Then the matter is out He comes to bind him 
apprentice to you. 5 2 = 

Haz. Your humble servant. 

Wild. His debauchery will become him as little as his 
learnin g; so that in time we shall see the hopeful youth not 
only contemptible but infamous. 5 

Hax. Is not that the _ e Nn coming _ 
way? 
Wild. It is, dads and therefore I hall leave you to 
your entertainment. Squeeze a few hundreds out of him if 
you can—I must back to my kins woman cann't rest 
without her—Shall I see you at the old place this afternoon ? 

| Exit. 

Hax. You Pe whh I could get this Penelope ” of 
his hands. She's a charming girl, and, though she has not 
quite money. enough to be made a wife of by one of no for- 
tune, yet she has too many good qualities to be made a 
strumpet of by such a fellow as Wilding—— He will not suc- 
ceed, surely What should be the business, that old Bar- 
nacle has desired my eee tis aß to lend me money, 
ure -es here. - « 9 | 


#3 
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Enter BARNACLEs 


| Barn, Master Hazard ! | WE | 7 
Hax. I was coming to you, sir. 270 
Barn. I am fortunate to prevent so great a trouble : 

There is a business, sir, wherein I must 

Desire your favour. 

Haz. Mine? command it, sir. | 

Barn. Nay, I'll be thankful too; . a purse of money. 2] 

1 know you are 

A gentleman. | 
Haz. That should incline you to think 

I am not mercenary. 

Barn. I beseech you, Sir, a 
Mistake me not; rewards are due to virtues, 280 
And honour must be cherished. % 

Haz, What's your purpose? 

Pray clear my understanding, | 

Barn. To be plain, sir, a 
You have a name i th? town for a brave fellow. 

Haz. How, sir! you do not come to jeer me ? 5 

Barn. Patience, I mean you have the opinion 
Of a valiant gentleman; one that dares 
Fight and maintain your honour against odds. ; 

The sword-men do acknowledge you; the bailiffs 290 
Observe their distance; all the swaggering puffs t 
Strike their top-sails. I have heard them in the streets 
Say—There goes daring Hazard ; a man careless | 
Of wounds; and though he has not had the luck 

To kill so many as another, dares 

Fight with all them that have. 

Hax. You have heard this ? 

' Barn. And more, and more; mistake not, 


& Dp 1 6 = * 
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I do not all this while account you in 300 
The list of those are call'd the blades, that roar 
In brothels, and break windows, that swear dammees, 
«« To pay their debts; and march like walking armories, 
« With poniard, pistol, rapier, and battoon,“ 
As they would murder all the king's liege people, 
And blow down streets: no, I repute you valiant 
Indeed, and honoured ; and come now, without 
More ceremony, to desire your /fayour ; 
Which, as you are a en „I hope 
' You'll not deny me. 
Haz. Though your language 310 
Be something strange, yet because I think you dare not | 
Intend me an abuse, I do not question it. 
Pray to the point: I do not think you're come 
To have me be your second. 
Barn, I am no fighter; 
Though I have seen a fence-school in my days, 
And cracked a cudgel; yet I come about 


A fighting business. 
Hax. You would have me beat comebody for you. 
Barn. Not so, noble Hazard: yet | . 


I come to intreat a valiant courtesy, 
Which I am willing to requite in money; 
I have brought gold to give you payment, sir; 
*Tis a thing you may easily consent to, 
And *twill oblige me ever. 
Hax. Be particular. 
Barn. Then thus : 1790 ey ot ignorant hav 
A nephew, sir. 
Haz. You have 80. 5 | 
Barn. One that's like * 330 
e the only one of my name | 
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That's left; and one that may in time be made 


A pretty fellow. 
Hax. Very well; proceed. 
Barn. You know, or you imagine, oy: I haye 
A pretty estate too. 
Hax. You're held a main rich man, sir; 
In money able to weigh down an alderman. 

Barn. I have more than I shall spend, now I come close; 
I would have this nephew of mine converse with gentlemen. 
Haz. And he does $0. 341 

Barn. [I'll not pinch him in's 3 "5 | 
The University had almost ee him. 

Hax. With what? f 

Barn. With modesty; a thing; you hen; 
Nor here in fashion : but that's almoet cured 
I would allow him to be drunk- 

Hax, You may, sir. 

Barn. Or any thing, to speak him a r | 

Hax. With your favour, sir, let me be bold a little 350 
To interrupt you ; were not you a Saen 8 

Barn. Tis confessed, sir. | 

Haz. It being a thriving way, 
A walk wherein you might direct Tous mw 
Why d'ye not breed him so? e 

Barn. I apprehend; 
And thus I-satisfy you: We that had D 
Our breeding from a trade, cits as you call us, 
Though we hate gentlemen ourselves, yet are mt 
Ambitious to make all our children gentlemen : 50 
In three generations they return again, | 
We for our children purchase land; they brave i it a 
I' th* country, beget children, and they sell; 

Grow poor, and send their sons up to be prentices: 


AZ 1. 15 | THE GAMESTERS. 19 


There is a whirl in fate. The courtiers make 
Us cuckolds ; mark, we wriggle into their 
Estates; poverty makes their children citizens, 
Our sons cuckold them. A circular justice 
The world turns round. But once more to the purpose. 
Hax. To your nephew. | 370 
Barn, This nephew of mine I do love dearly ; 
He is all my care ; I would be loth to lose him ; 
And to preserve him both in life and one 
I come to you. 5 
as. Now you come to me indeed, sir. 
Barn. What shall I give you, sir, to let him 
Haz. What? 
Barn. Pray, be not angry. 
. Haz. By no means. | 
Barn, There is no such n r thy work ; | 380 
Pl pay for't heartily. . 
Hax. For what? 
Barn, What shall I give you, troth, and let bm — 
Hax. What? 
Barn. Beat you, sir. 
Hax. How? 
Barn, Nay, do not, sir, mistake me: for although 
I name it coarsely, I desire it should be 
With your consent, not otherwise : my nephew 
Is raw, and wants opinion; and the talk $90 
Of such a thing, to have beat a gentleman 
That all the town's afraid of, would be worth 
In's credit, heaven knows what! Alas, you cannot 
Blame a kind uncle, to desire all means 
To get his nephew fame, 1 85 keep him safe; 
And this were such a way! c 
Hax. To have me beate. 
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Barn. You're p th* right; but do not misconceive me. 
Under your favour; my intention is not | 
He should much hurt you: if you please to let him 4J00 
Quarrel, or so, at tavern, or where else 
You shall think fit; and throw a pottle- pot 

Har. At my head? 

Barn. Ves; or a bottle; still under your correction; 


Only that some of your acquaintance, and 


Gentlemen may take notice, that he dares 
Affront you, and come off with honour handsomely, 


Look, here's a hundred pieces! tell em i' th? ordinary; 


They're weight, upon my credit : play *em not | 

Against light gold: this i is the prologue to 410 

My thanks; besides, my nephew shall in private 

Acknowledge himself beholden. | 

Hax. A hundred pieces! I watit money. 

Barn. Right. © 

Hax. You give me this to let your nephew beat me? 
Barn. Pray, take me with ye; . not mean he 

should | 


By beating hurt you dangerously. You may 0 


Contrive the quarrel, so that he may draw 


Some blood; or knock you o'er the pate, and so forth; 
And come off bravely: this is all. a 420 


Hax. Well, sir; i 
You do not mean, you say, bt should endanger 
My life or limbs; all you desire, if I | 


| Mistake not, i is to get your nephew credit; 


That being fleshed, he may walk securely; and be held 


| Valiant, by gaining honour upon me. 


| Barn. You understand me right.” 
Hax. I'Il put it up; 


| Pray send your N to me; we'll agree. 
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Barn. Agree, sir? You must quarrel, and he must beat 
3 430 
Else *tis no bargain. | | 
Haz. Not before 
We have concluded how things shall be carried. 
Barn. L must desire your SECTECY, ad — 
Haz. Here's my hand. 
Barn. And there's my money. 
Haz. Your nephew shall be a blade. 
Barn. Why there's ten pieces more, cue you come off 
So freely; Pll send him to you. 
Haz. Do so: why this, if the dice favour me, may bring 
| all * 440 
My lands again. Be sure you send him; but 
No words! for your nephew's credit. 


Barn. Mum I thank you heartily. [Exit. 
Haz, Be there such things: i“ th* world? PII f to * 
tavern; 
There I am staid for: 3 I come; 


I'Il be beat ev'ry day for such a sum. : Fats © 


"ACT IL. CANT. © 
— ————⁰ — Pi etna 


Enter Mrs. WIL DINO and the Page. 


Mrs. Wilding. 


| Was 's your master, boy? 
Page. I know not, mistress. 
Mee. Wild. Come nearer, sirrah ; you : are of your master's 
Council sometimes. Come, be true in what 
I shall desire, and I shall find a time for your reward. 
Page. How d'ye mean, mistress? 
5 
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We pages meet rewards of several natures: 
This great man gives us gold, that lady gloves, 
T'other silk stockings, roses, garters : but 
The lady and mistress whom we serve in ordinary, 10 
Reserves another bounty for our closeness. | 
Mrs. Wild. I see you can be a wag; be but just to _ 
secret 
Page. As your looking- glass, 
That in your absence cannot be corrupted 
To betray your complexion. 
Mrs. Wild. What private mistresses does Master Wildin g 
visit? | 
Page. Who, my master ? 
Alas, forsooth ! d'ye think he lets me aw ? 
Mrs. Wild. Nay, nay, dissemble not. 
Page. I hire a coach 20 
Sometimes or so, but ride always i“ th' boot: 
1 look at nobody but the passengers. 
I] do not sit i' the same box at plays with them. 
I wait at tavern, I confess, and so forth; ; 
And when he has supp'd, we must have time to eat too: 
And what should I trouble my conscience 
With being too officious till I am call'd for ? 
Tis true, he waits upon the ladies home; 
But tis $0 dark, I know not where they dwell ; 
And the next day we have new ones, las! mere strangers 
To me, and I should be unmannerly 31 
To catechize them. If now and then there be . 
Any superfluous, cast waiting-woman,. | 
There be so many serving-men about her, 
I cannot come to ask a question; 
And how should I know any thing? 
Mrs. Wild. I see you are old enough for vice. 
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Page. Alas! forsooth ! 

You know tis ill to do a thing that's wicked, 

But 'twere a double sin to talk on't too, | 40 

If I were guilty : beside, forsooth, I know 

You would ne'er trust me again, if I should tell you. 
Mrs. Wild. Thou art deceiy'd, it shall endear thee more. 
Page. I must beseech you 

To be excus'd. My master is my master; 

My feet are at your service, not my tongue: 

I would not forfeit my honour for the world. 
Mrs. Wild. Hence, thou old in villany ! 

But *tis in vain to chide. Leave me, and bid 

Mistress Penelope come hither. 
Page. Ves, fors0oth—She is so Dani [ Exit. 
Mrs. Wild. I know not which way to begin. To me 

He has betray'd he loves her. Here she is; 

Now to "Ou trial. 


50 


Enter PEN EBLOPE. 


Pen. Will you be sad still, cousin? Why dye ve ? 
Be kinder to yourself. Trust me, I ops 

When I am alone, for you. 
Mrs, Wild. Sorrow and I | © 

Are taking leave, I hope; and these are only 
Some drops after the cloud has wept its violence. 60 
Were one thing finish'd, I should ne'er be sad more; 
And I cannot despair to know it done, 
Since the effect depends upon your love. 
Pen. My love! *Tis justice you command my service. 
I would I were so happy. 
Mrs. Wild. Make me $0, 
By your consent to my desire. 

Pen. Pray, name it. 


— 


. mae me — 
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Mrs. Wild. J only ask your love; pray, give it me. 69 
Pen. My love! Why do you mock my poor heart, which 
Pours all it has upon you? You're possess'd of that already. 
Mrs. Wild. You examine not | 
The extent of my request ; for when you have 
Given what I ask, your love, you must no more 
Direct it as you please: the e is in me 
How to dispose it. N 
Pen. And you shall for ever. 


I have no passion that shall not know obedience to ws 


Mrs. Wild. Your love, by gift 

Made mine, 1 give my husband. Do you love him ? 80 
Pen. I always did. | | 
Mrs. Wild. But in a nearer way : 


Love him as I do? 


Pen, I understand you not ; or if you do 
Suspect I cherish any lawless flame 
Mrs. Wild. Thou art too innocent; be less, and do 
An act to endear us both. I know he loves thee ; 
Meet it, dear coz ; *tis all I beg of thee. . 
I know you think it a most strange request; | 
But it will make me fortunate. 90 
Pen. Grief, I fear, | 
Hath made her wild—D'ye know what you desire? 
Mrs. Nild. Yes, that you love my husband. Modesty 


L Will not allow me to discourse my wish 


In every circumstance.” But think how deoperate 
My wound is, that would have so strange a cure. 


He'll love me then: and, trust me, I'll not study 


Revenge, as other wives perhaps would do, 

But thank thee : and indeed an act like this, 
So full of love, with so much loss and shame too, 100 
For mine and his sake, will deserve all duty. 
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Pen. I have no patience to hear more; and could 
I let in a thought you meant this earnest, 
I should forget I knew you: but you cannot 
Be fallen from so much goodness. I confess 
I have no confidence in your husband's virtue ; 
He has attempted me, but shall hope sooner 
To leave a stain upon the sun, than bribe 
Me to so foul a guilt, I have no life 
Without my innocence; and you cannot make 110 
Vourself more miserable than to wish it from me. 
Oh, do not lose the merit of your faith 
And truth to him, tho' he forget himself, 
By thinking to relieve yourself thus . 
But sure you do but try me all this while 
Mrs. Wild. And I have found thee pure; be still presery'd 
| „ 
But he will straggle farther 
Pen. Cherish hope, | 
He rather will come back. Your tears and wh 
Cannot be lost. | 120 
Mrs. Wild. I charge thee, by thy love, 
Yet be rul'd by me. I'll not be so wicked 
To tempt thee in a thought shall blemish thee : 
But as thou wouldst desire my peace, and his 
Conversion, if his wantonness last with him, 
Appear more tractable; allow him so much 
Favour, in smile and language, that he may not 
Think it impossible to prevail at last. 
Pen. This may engage him farther, and en to a dis- 
honour. 
Mrs. Wild. It shall work our kewl; | | 130 
As I will manage things. *Tis but to seem: 
A look will cost thee nothing, nor a smile, 


| 
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To make his hopes more pleasing. On my life, 

Thou shalt be safe both in thy fame and e 

Will you do this for my sake ? 
Pen. I'll refuse no danger, if I suffer not in honour, 

To do you any service. 
Mrs. Wild. I have cast it 

Already in my brain; but do not yet 

Enquire my purpose. As his folly leads 140 

Him to pursue you, let me know, and Ill | 

By fair degrees acquaint you with my plot, 

Which, built on no foul ends, is like to prosper. 

And see how aptly he presents himself. 

Pr'ythee, seem kind, and leave the rest to me. 

He shall not see me. [ Exit, 


Enter W1LDING. 


Wild. How now, coz ? Was that 
My wife went off ? | 
Pen. Yes, sir. 7 | 
Wild. Let her go. What raid She to thee ? SY 
Pen. Nothing. | 
Wild. Thou art troubled ! 
Pen. Pray, to your knowledge, sir, wherein have I 
Done injury to you or her? 
Wild. Has she abus'd thee ? 
I'll chastise her. TT | | 
Pen. By no means, sir] steal away your heart, | 
And meet at stoPn embraces. 
Mild. Does she twit thee? Ill kick her like a football, 
Say but the word. 160 
Pen. By no means think upon't. I have eben her. 
Vou sha'not, sir, $0 much as $ frown upon her: | 
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Pray, do not, as you love me. We must study 
A more convenient revenge. 

Wild. How is this? 

I pr'ythee, if she has been peremptory, | 
Which was none of our articles, let me instruct thee 
How we shall be reveng'd. 

Pen. Sir, I acknowledge | 
The growth and expectation of my fortune =. 
Is in your love; and tho? I would not wrong her 
And yet, to have my innocence accus'd, 

Is able to pervert it. Sir, your pardon ; 

I have been passionate. Pray, love your wife. 
Mild. No, no, I'll love thee > indeed, indeed, I will. 
Is she jealous ? 

Pen. You know she has no cause. 

Wild. Let us be wise, and give her cause: Shall 8, coz ? 

Pen. Sir, if I be a trouble to your house, 

Your breath shall soon discharge me. I had thought 180 
The tie of blood might have gain'd some respect. 

Wild. Discharge thee the house! Pl discharge her, 

And all her generation, thee excepted. | 
And thou shalt do't thyself; by this thou shalt. [Kisses her. 
Ha! she comes to with more freedom: this is better 

Than if my wife had pleaded for me. [ Atide.] Pen, 

Thou shalt be mistress, wilt thou? Come, thou shalt : 
She's fit for drudgery. 

Pen. Oh, do not say so 

Wild. Then I wo'not. But I love thee for thy spirit, 190 
Cause thou wilt be reveng'd. Punish her jealousy 
The right way: when tis done, I would choose 

To tell her: it may kick up her heels another way. 
Pen. Tell her what? Vou make me blush. 
Mild. No, no, PII tell nobody : — this hand, I will not. 
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Kies her.] Stay, stay, 1 have a diamond will become this 
finger: tis in my drawer above, I'll fetch it straight. = 
Pen. Oh, by no means. | 198 

Wild. Tis thine, tis thine, my girl! my soul is thine! 
| [ Exit. 
Pen. leaked, Mrs. Wilding, this is going a little too far 
for you—There is something so like reality in all I have been 
doing, that I am more than half in a fever with it already. 
This playing with fire is a very foolish thing; ns _ I 
burn my fingers, I must go through with it. 


Enter W1LDING, with a Ring. 


Wild. Here it is, Pen, as sparkling as thyself. Wear it, 
and let my wife stare out her eyes upon't. 

Pen. I wo' not take't on such conditions. 
Wild. Take it on any, take it on an,. >, nos 
She's come about. I. 


Emer Page. 


Page. sir, Master Hazard desires your company at the 
tavern : he says there are none but gentlemen of your ac- 
quaintance, Mr. Careless, Mr. Littlestock, and Mr. Sell- 
away. | 

Wild. He must excuse me—Get you gone. 

Pen. Stay, stay, boy——As you love me, go, sir——Your 
master will come. [Exit Page.] Have no suspicions that I 
wish your absence. I'll wear your gift, and study to be 
grateful, | 

Wild. 1'll leave my boy behind; and should my wife be 
set on gossipping this afternoon, pretend thou, girl, some 
Slight indisposition to keep at home; and when she's gone, 
let me but know it, and Pll leave the __ run of dice 
to catch a moment with thee. — 3 
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Pen. I want not such strong proofs of your regard; I will 


not stop your fortune. 
wild. Then I'll not leave you now. 
Pen. You must, indeed you must When I can oblige 


vou, I shall not prove ungrateful. 6 [ Exit. 
Wild. Both wind and tide are for me [No talk now of 


wife's consent; I'll not remove my Slege——When I can 
oblige you——Oh, *twas sweetly spoken! She is my own! 
I have her sure, quite sure Now to the tavern, and drink 


'to the purpose. [Exits 


SCENE II. 


The Tavern, HAZARD, ACRELESs, LITTLESTOCK, SELL- 
AWAY, and Drawer, discovered. | 


Hax. More wine. | 234 
Acr. Right, noble Hazard ; here's to thee, EIS 
Haz. Let it come, boy; fill it me steeple high; I am in 
the vein of mirth, and I ha? cause, as you shall see in due 
time, gentlemen. Mr. Littlestock, thou art dreaming o'the 


dice. 
Sell. He's melancholy. 


Litt. Who, I? | 241 
Hax. I'Il play the farrier, then, and drench thee for the 


Sullens. A health to all our mistresses ; we have had them 
single, let's shuffle them now together. [Drinks.) Come, 
let us join a little music to our wine, and if his melancholy 
stands them both, Ill lay all the money in my pocket, which 
is no small sum, that he has a two-penny cord about him, 
and will make use of it before to-morrow morning. Come, 
Tom, I'll give you the gamester's apology, and if these are 
only qualms of conscience, this song will warm him like a 


dram. 251 
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THE GAMESTERS. 


SONG. 


Ye youths of this town, 
Who roam up and down, 
To eat and to dress all your aim; 
Be not squeamish or nice 
To make friends of the dice, 
All the avorld plays the best of the game. 


See how each profession X 
And trade thro? the nation 

Will dupe all they can without shame 
_ - Then why Should net we © 
In our turn be as free? 


All the world plays the best of the game. 


Type lawyers of note 
Vill squabble and quote, 
And learnedly plead and declaim ; 
| Yet all is but trick 
The poor client to nick, 
For the law plays the best of the game. 


To gain his base ends, 
Each lover pretends 
To talk of his darts and his flame, 
| = which be draaus in 45 
T he poor mai den to Sin, 


Who is left with the wworst of the game. 


With hypocrigy's aid, 
To feolish fond man dces the ame: 
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When the fooP's in the net, 
The prude turns coquette, | 280 
Aud her spouse has the ors? of the e game: | 


. The patriots 50 * 
Who roar to the crowd, 
And mount to the summit of fame. 
| Their mouths 500n will but, 
Then they shuffle and cut, 
And at court play the best of the game. 


The heroes 50 stout 
At home male a rout, 


And swear the proud foe they will tame ; 290 | 


But alter their tones 
When they think of their bones 
And for them play the best of the game. 


Then since the great Mes 
Ts cheat as cheat can; 
Pray think not my notions to Blame; 
In country and town, 
From courtier to clown, 


All the world plays the best of the game, 


Sell. -* Tis joyous, faith! zoo 
Hax. 1 wonder Jack Wilding stays He's come in the 
nick. 

Enter W1LDING. 


Haz, Give him his garnith. 
Wild. Y*are not prisoners for the reckoning, I was | 


| Wild. Save you, save you, 1 may a man come i'the ; 
rear? | | 
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Hax. For the reckonin g Now ye are all together, gen- 


tlemen, I'll shew you a wonder. But come not too near; 


keep out o' the circle. Whatsoever you think on't, this is an 
hundred pounds —Nay, not so close; these pictures do shew 
* at distance, „ You see it Presto. 311 
[ Puts it up. 
Wild. Nay, let's see it again. | 

Haz. Like to your cunning juggler, I ne'er Fe my trick 
but once. You may hear more hereafter. What think you 
of this, Mr. Acreless, Mr. Littlestock, and Mr. Sellaway ? 

Acr. We do not believe tis gold. 

Has. Perish then in n your infidelity. 

mila. Let me but Huch it. | 

Hax. It will endure, take my word for i it. Look you, for 


your Satisfations—No gloves off—you bade Pidees to de- 


falck—Preserve your talons and your talents, til you meet 


with more convenient gamesters. 322 


Litt. How cam'st by it ? 
Wild. Thou'dst little or none this morning. 
Hax. I have bought it, gentlemen, and you, in a mist, 

Shall see what I paid for it. Thou hast not drank yet, 

_ Wilding: 

Ne'er fear the reck ning, man More wine, you varlets ! 

Mila. But hark thee, hark thee, Will, didst win it? 
Haz. No; but I may lose it ere I go to bed. 

Dost think't Shall musty ? What's an hundred pounds? | 
Sell, A miracle But they are ceas'd with me. 331 
Acer. And me too. Come, let's drink. 5 
Wild. No matter how it came, Will: I congratulate 

Thy fortune, and will quit thee now with good 


News of myself. My coz, I told thee of, 


Is wheel'd about: she has took a ring of me. 
We kiss'd and we time out of mind. 
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Haz. I know it: 

My almanack says tis a good day to woo in; 

Confirm'd by Erra Pater, that honest Jew, too. 340 
I'll pledge thee. | | | 


Enter Drawer. 


Draw. Mr. Hazard, there are two gentlemen below en- 
quire for you ; and, Mr. Wilding, this note for you. | 

Wild. For me | 

Haz. What kind of men are they ? 

* * Draw. One's somewhat ancient; I heard him call 

The other nephew. | [ Exit. 

Wild. Victoria] Victoria] Will, a summons from the 
island of love—my wife's absent, and Pen and I shall toy 
away an hour without fear or molestation. „„ 

Hax. Have a care, Jack : I love pleasure as well as thou; 
but to obtain it at the expence of every virtue, is rather pay- 
ing too dear for it. 

Wild. What, a moralising gamester! Ha, ha, ha! 'tis 
envy, Will, attacks thee in the shape of conscience; and was 
I like the foolish dog in the fable, to catch at the shadow, 
and drop my tit bit, thou wouldst be the first to snap it up. 
— But I have not time to laugh at thee=T must away 
the wench calls, and I must fly. < [Exit. 

Haz. This affair perplexes me—How little do we know of 
women! Had I had fortune enough to have ventured upon 
marriage, I would have fixed upon this cousin of his, pre- 
ferable to the whole sex; but the devil is in them, and will 
peep out one time or other—T don't know why, but I am 
vexed at this affair I'll never go to Wilding's house again. 


Enttr Drawer. 


Draw. Mr. Hazard, the EGO without are impatient 
to see you. | Exit. 


I'I call him cousin first, if it please you, 
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Has. I beg their pardon, I had forgot them. I do caution 


you, gentlemen, beforehand, to be fair conditioned ; one of 
them, the nephew, is of a fiery constitution, and sensible of 


any affront ; let this character prepare him for you. 371 


Acr. Bring him not hither. 
Haz. There is a necessity in it; I would not for a hundred 


pound but entertain him, now he knows I am here. ¶ Exit. 
Sell. Why must we keep company with his be 


acquaintance? 


Enter Hazany again, ewith BARNACLE, his Nephew, and 


. Dwixprr. 


"Her. This is old Barnacle. 


Tit. And that's his nephew; I have been in his company. 


Sell. Is this the youth 5 woe N us l 
How busy they are! 53 
Hax. Vou could not wish vio opportunity 2 
These are all gentlemen of quality. 


bo of endear him to their acquaintance. r +2 


Bar. I'll not be a witness of your passages elf: thei 


will report as much: as I rad Sir, if you be e e Iam 


Satisfied. 
' Neph. But; d'ye hear, uncle, are you sure you hikes made 


Your bargain wisely ? They may cut my throat 


When you are gone; and what are you the wiser ? | ws... þ 


„ ares be ybu close to me. 
Hax. I warrant you, we shall do things with enen, f 
If he has but grace to look and talk courageously. 
Bar. He may be valiant for aught I know ; 


Howsoever, this will be a secure way 


To have him thought 50, if he beat you wund. 
Nepb. I do not like the company; 5 


8 


* 
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But I have drank wine too, and that's the best on't; 
We may quarrel on even terms. Look to't, Dwindle. 

Dain. Here's your safeguard. [ Shewing his Stick. 
Hax. As I am a gentleman —be nee, 401 
I'll wait on you down, sir. 7 
Bar. By no means; let him beat you to purpose, sir. 
Hax. Depend upon me. | | 3 
Bar. And when he has beat you, sir, I must beg another 
favour. ; 

Hax. Oh! command me, © OR. 

Bar. Courage, you know, not only Keeps the men in awe, 
but makes the women admire. 

Haz. What, must I pimp for your nephew too ? 410 

Bar. Lack-a-day ! No, no, no; though I'll let him have 
his swing, too—but I must marry him forthwith ; and I have 
one in my eye, that will fit him to a tittle. 

Hax. Who is the happy creature you have e for 
him? | 
Bar. No less a jewel, I assure _ chan your friend's ward, 

Penelope; ; there's money and beauty enough ! Will you Hut | 
in a word for him? 

Hax. Both to the ys, and my fiend, and immediately 
too. „ - 
2 Bar. Only to clear the way a little, Mr. SIG > I have a 

tongue myself, and can use it too. when once it is set a 

going. 4 

Hax. I have heard of you at the hall. 

Bar. Nay, and my nephew can speech it too; ay, and has 
your repartees too, when he's a little ine he nt 
want for that. 

Hax. You're in the right, Master Barnacle, not to let the 
1 hinges rust for want of a little-oiliog, | T 
Bar. I have another use for you, if you'll introduce us. 


4 
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Hax. I'll do it. ; 5 431 
Bar. But don't forget to be beaten, though. | . 
Hax. Do you suspect my honour ? 

Bar. 1 don't, I don't Well, nephew, mind your hits— 
Mr. Hazard, yours—I am full of joy !—-and, nephew, draw 
blood, do you hear ? | [ Exit. 

Neph. Bye, uncle. IS 

Haz. Come, sir: pray, gentlemen, bid my kinsman wel- 
come; a spark that will demand your friendship. 

Sell. His kinsman !—You are welcome. 440 

Acr. He has power to command your welcome. 

Lite. If I mistake not, I have had the F Bippinens to have 
been in your company before now. 
| Nepb. Mine, Sir ?ﬀ—D'ye hear, what if I quarrelled 

[Aude to Hazard. 

With him first? *twill prepare me the better. | 

Haz. Do as you please; that's without my conditions. 
Neph. I'll but give him now and then a touch; Þll close 
Well enough, I warrant POL NAG been i in my 


Company, sir? | | a 


Litt. Ves, and at the tavern. - 450 
Neph. I paid the reck'ning then. | | 
W772 You came into our room 
Neph. Tell me of coming into your room ! 

I'll come again. Vou're a superfluous gentleman. 

Ti. How's this? 

Haz. Let him alone. 
Litt. Sir, e yourself. 
Nepb. I'll remember what I please, and ane what 

I remember. Tell me of a reckoning ! What ist? | 

PII pay't; no man shall make an ass of me, 450 

Farther than I list. I care not a fiddle- stick : 


* vÞ 
* 


For any man's thund' ring; he that affronts 
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Me, is the son of a worm, and his father's a whore. 

I care not a straw, nor a broken point | 

For you. If any man dare drink to me, | 465 
I won't go behind the door to pledge him. 1 

Acr. Why, here's to you, sir. 

Neph. Why, there's to you, sir. Twit me with coming 
into a room! I could find in my heart to throw-a pottle- 
pot—I name nobody—1 will kick any man down stairs, that 
cannot behave himself like a gentleman. None but a slave 
would offer to pay a reck'ning before me. Where's the 
' drawer ? There's a piece at all adventures. He that is my 
friend I care not a rush; if any man be my enemy, he is an 
idle companion, and I honour him with all my heart. 475 
Sell. This is a proces humour. Is he used to these mis- 


takes ? 

Litt. Your n gives you kei | 

Neph. I desire no man's privilege: it skills not whither 1 I 
be kin to any man living. 

Has. Nay, nay, cousin, pray let me persuade you. 

Nepb. You persuade me! for what acquaintance ? 

Mind your business, and speak with your ae 5 
Hax. An' you be thus rude—— _ 484 
Neph. Rude, sir! What then, sir? Hold me, Dwindle, | 
Sell. Nay, nay, Will, we bear with him for your sake, 

He is your kinsman. 

Hax. I am calm again. 

G, I am sorry any person here | 

Hath given you offence. - 
Nepb. Perhaps, sir, you 

Have given me offence. I do not 1 you. 

I have knock'd as round a fellow in my days. 155 

Har. Fo _—_ er * 494 
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Sell. Be knock'd! A pox pen mm I know not what to 
make of him. 


Haz. Let me speak a wad in beams sir. 
Nepb, I can be as private as you, sir. 


Hax. Strike me a box o' th' ear presently. [Aride. 
Nezb. There's my hand on't—— [Strikes Bim. 
Sell, Nay, nay, gentlemen 501 


Acr. Mr. Hazard 0 

| Neph. Let him call me to account; the red ning's paid. 
W Dwindle Veni, vidi, vici. Huzza! [ Exit. 

Sell. The fellow's mad. Does he often mistake thus? 
Hax. His courage is a little hard-mouthed, it runs away 
with him now and then; we must exchange a thrust or two; 
after bleeding he'll be cool. 

Sell. The youth has a mind to how himself; he is just 
launched into life. 510 
Liu. He'll be soon launch'd out of it again, if he goes on 
in this way. 

Hax. Pr'ythee let's have no more of him; I shall under- 
take to cure his fever. But hark'e, ne shall we meet 
at the old place this evening ? | 

Sell. By all means; there will be dre 0 1 1 
eee is but low; but ll go as deep as I a -Will 
not Wilding be of our party too? 

Haz. No, no; he has a love-matter upon his . but 
should he hear the rattling of the dice, it will bring him from 
the arms of the finest woman in the kingdom. > FRE 

Sell, Pool, pooh! you carry this too far. 5 

Haz. I know him in this particular better than vous when 
he is in the circle of the gaming-table, tis all magic, he has 
not power to move; and I chailenge the devil to bait his 
hook with a stronger temptation to draw him out of it. 

Lust. Besides, among ourselves, what was once with him 
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occasional pleasure, is now become a necessary occupation. 
Jack Wilding has made a large gap in the widows jointure, 
Haz. Pshaw! rot your gossipping; don't abuse the ge- 
nerous wine you have been drinking, by mixing such scan- 
dal as this with it——Stay till you get with your mistresses 
over their ratafia, and when your maudlin open the sluices 
of slander : however, we'll try the experiment; I'll meet 
you in the evening; and we'll write to him from the field of 
battle, and see to which his courage most inclines. 
Acr. From love to gaming we'll his heart entice, 537 
But woman will prevail —— 1 5 
Haz. I say the dice. Eren. 
„nn 
ACT III. SCENE IJ. 


— — 


Enter Wlne and PEN ELOr E. 


Willing. 

Tu Is humour does become thee ; I knew when 
Thou didst consider what was offer'd thee, | 
Thy sullenness would shake off. Now thou look'st 
Fresher than mornin g; in thy mene 
Thy clothes became thee not. 

Pen. V are i th' right; 
I blam'd my taylor for*t ; but T find riow, 
The fault was in my countenance. Would we had 
Some music; I could dance now : La, la, * 


[Sings and daticers 
Wild. Excellent! what a time shall I have on't? 10 
Zounds, I am all on fire: how she glides! 


| Thou wot not fail, Pen ? | 5 
Wild. At the hour of twelve. | 
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Pen. But you must be as punctual i' th' conditions, 
For my vow's sake; not speak a syllable. 
Wild. I'll rather cut my tongue out than offend thee; 
\Kivving i is no language. | 0 
Pen. If it be not too loud; 
We must not be seen together, to avoid 20 
Suspicion; I would not for a world my cousin 
Should know on't. | 
Wild. She shall die in dance | 
Pen. No light, I charge you. 
Wild. The devil shall not see us. 
With his sawcer eyes; © and if he stumble in 
The dark, there sha*not be a stone i” th' chamber 
| « To strike out fire with's horns.” All things shall be 
So close, no lightning shall peep in upon us. 
Oh, how I long for midnight! „ 
Pen. I have a scruple. | | 
Mild. Oh, by no means, no seruples now. 
Pen. When you 
Have your desires upon me, you will soon 
Grow cold in your affection, and negle& me. 
Wild. Why, hang me if I do, I'll love thee ever: 
I have cast already to preserve thy honour ; 
Thou shalt be married in a fortnight, coz ; 
Let me alone to find thee out a husband 
Handsome and fit enough ; we will love then too. 40 
Pen. When I am married * ; 
Wild. Without fear, or wit ; | 
Cum privilegia, when thou hast a W 1 
Dost think 1 will forsake thee, Pen ? twere pity 
O' my life, sweet—T shall love thee the better; 
And I must tell thee——— | 
*Tis my ambition to make a cuckold, 
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The only pleasure o' th' world; that imagination 

Sweetens the rest, and I do love it mainly, mainly. 

Pen. Tis double sin. | =, 60 
Mild. Tis treble pleasure, wench ; 

But we lose time, and may endanger thus 

My wife into a jealousy, if she see us. 

Farewell, farewell, dear Pen; at night remember; 

I wo' not lose my sport for half an empire! 
Pen. Oh, my fears, your wife's return'd. 

Mild. The devil she is! What shall we do, Pen? 
Pen. Pi retire——but seem you more kind to w_ lest her 


suspicions should betray us. 59 
Wild. I will do any nn have a *. in my heart 


away, _ * Pen. 


Enter Mrs. WIL DING. 


Mrs. Wild, What, Mr. Wilding, so soon returned with 
smiles upon your face too this is unusual; what has hap- 
pened, pray? 

Wild. Why faith, wife, I have been. reflectin g on my con- 
duct towards thee, and could I but hope you would forget 
my past en your life to come should be all sun- 
shine. 

Mrs. Wild. Is not this change too sudden to be certain ? 
what has caused it, pray? 70 
Mild. Conscience, conscience, my dear though vanity 
and pleasure lulled it for a time, it has now awaked with all 
its stings, and shewn me all thy virtues and my errors. 

Mrs. Wild. Pray heaven that I am n, for this is 30 
like a dream. ” 

Wild. Don't you be an infidel, wife, _ rejes the good 
now that i is offered you. I tell you Pm another man ; I am 
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converted when did you see me before with auch pleasure 


in my face? | 79 
- Mrs. Wild. Not this many a 3 our cousin, Pene- 


ove, husband, helped forward this conversion 7—If she has, 


I am greatly obliged to her, 
Wild. You are indeed, wife, = to her; she has 
done all in her power, I can assure you. - 

Mrs. Wild. Was not she here with you at my coming in? 


Wild. Yes, yes, she was here——$he was indeed was 


bhere with me I have opened my mind to her—and with 


much zeal and friendship to you, she has confirmed me in 
my new faith. { 
Mrs. Wild. How-ulvch-L am bound thee! x go 
Wild. You are; indeed, wife: you have not a better friend 
in the world, I can tell you that—Now, what do you 
want ? | 
1 Enter Page. 

Page. Some gentlemen are waiting for you at the old 
te: and desire your company. 

Mrs. Wild. You may tell them, that your master has for- 
saken his old haunts ; e g een be ebene and re 
tires [Servant going. 

Wild. Hold, hold, wife such a message as this will make 
us the talk of the town; I won't be too particular; 1 will steal 
myself gently from my friends and pleasures, and rather 
wean than tear n A een them know I will 
attend them. | | [Exit Servant. 

Mr. Wild. As you please Farewell, my penitent. 104 

Wild. Farewell, my prudence Had not this message 
come luckily to my assistance, my hypocrisy had been out 

of breath, and the devil had peeped out in "uu of all the 


pains] I had ere to e! it. | | [ Aides 
[Exit 185 


— 
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Enter PENELOPE, 


Pen. How have I enjoyed his confusion ! Faith, cousin, 
you acted it bravely. 110 

Mrs. Wild. I am sorry that I am forced to dissemble. 

Pen. The best of us can, and must, upon proper occa- 
sions. 

Mrs. Wild. Thou dost hit my instructions excellently. 

Pen. I have made work for somebody - you have put 
me upon a desperate service; if you do not relieve me, I am 
finely served. 

Mrs. Wild. All has succeeded to my wish; thy place I will 
supply to-night ; if he observe all the conditions, I may de- 
ceive my husband into kindness, and we both live to reward 
| thee better——Oh, dear coz, take heed, by my example, 
upon whom thou placest thy atfeQions. | 122 
Pen. Indeed, my dear, you take this too 4p ; my life 
for it, but we shall reclaim him at last. 

Mrs. Wild. That I almost despair of; and not so much 

m his total disregard of me and his pursuit of other 
women, as from his uncontroulable passion for gaming. 

Pen. He has understanding with all his frailties; and when 
those violent, irregular inclinations have had their scope, 
they must return to you. 130 

Mrs. Wild. The passion of gaming, my dear, is not to be 
conquered even by the best understandings; it is an abso- 
lute whirlpool; wit, sense, love, friendship, and every vir- 
tue, are merely leaves and straws, that float upon the sur- 
face of the tide; which, as they approach this gulf, are all 
drawn i in and sink to the bottom, as if they had never been. 


Enter Hazar D. 
| Por bidder Hazard — Y 
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| Haz. Save you, Mrs, Wilding. 
Mrs. Wild. You are welcome, sir. 139 
Pen. He is a handsome gentleman.  _ l Aide. 
+ Haz. Gone abroad? 4 
Mrs. Wild. This moment left us, and, as I thought, to 
meet you, and his other sober friends. 
Hax, I called upon him to attend him. 
Mrs. Wild. The servant shall overtake him, and bring kim. 
back to you. | | 5 | 
Haz. *Tis too much trade, 
: Mrs. Wild. What! for the best friend of the best of hus- 
bands ! you wrong me, sir. [Exit Mrs. Wild. 
Haz. Thou art the best of women, I am sure — Hal this 
is the very gentlewoman ! in good time Now for my pro- 
mise to old Barnacle I'll accost her=— What a pity it is 
this wench n be a morsel for that n Wilding. 
1 LAride. 
Pen What a pity it Is this fellow should be a gamester, 


and companion of * modest 3 How he eyes 
DR | [Aids. 
Har. Your name is 5 I take it, lady? {..- 
Pen. If you take it, I hope 8: will give it me again. 
Hax. What again ? 5 1 FF 
Pen. My name. LT SE 
Har. Would not you change it, if you could? b 
Pen. For the better, surely. | 
Hax. Wilt thou dispose of thyself? 
Pen. Can you tell me b of any honest man whom I may trust 
myself with? | 
Hax. VII tell thee a hundred. | 
Pen. Take heed what you say, sir a hundred 3 
men ! why, if there were so many in the city, twere enough 
to forfeit their charter—but perhaps you live in the suburbs. 


N PPP 
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Har. This wench will jeer me. Aude. 
Pen. I hope you are not one, sir. . 
Hax. One of what? I 


Per. One of those honest men you talked of so, to whom 
a maiden might intrust herself? 

Haz. You have hit me, lady; come; I'll give thee coun · 
sel; and, more, I'll help thee to a chapman too. 

Pen. Alas! no chapmen now-a-days. Gentlemen are such 
strange creatures, $0 infinitely cold; and so void of every 
e. passion, that a handsome woman cannot reach their pity. 
Why have you this so strange“ antipathy to us? To what 
end will gentlemen come, if this frost holds? 181 


Haz. You are witty ; but I suppose you have no cause of 


such complaint—though some men may want warmth; there 
is no general winter ; and, if I guess aright, you'll never be 
ara ſe lady—at least you may prevent it. 


Pen. Are you acquainted with any Rant who | 


waa succour a distress'd damsel ? 
Hax. Yes, I know of one — ay, and a bold one too, that 


| dares adventure with you ; nay; will take you for better and 


for worse. | 190 
Pen. And is he young too 0? 
Hax. Oh, very young. 
Pen. And wise ? 
Haz, Not over wise. 
Pen. Yourself, belike. 
Haz. Indeed, not over wise, I must nns; nor yet 80 
_ Witless, lady. 
Pen. Who is the hero? Is he of your school? Is it from 
you that he has learned to travel the fashionable road? 
he drink, dice, roar, rake and royster ? Scour the streets 


a- nights, draw forth his valour, which the bottle gives him, 
upon the feeble watch, but flies wiee danger comes? Or is be 
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one of i bote delicate, superfine, thin-spun animals, who wegetate, | 
_ indeed, but don't live; who, having refined away all taste and 
sensibility, atall about at public places, with their eyes half shut 
and their mouths open, among a circle of the fintit women, wwith- 
out hearing, Seeing, _— gory pa e or Feeling, any 


thing ? 
Haz. Hold, hold; you'll never ont a hucband, lady, if 
thus you let your tongue outrun your wit. | 210 


Pen. Is he to get then? I thought that he was _ 
caught; and you had brought him in a cage. 

Haz. Will you accept him ? 

Pen. What, in a oſs? unseen, 2 0 Has the youth 
no name? 

Hax. Ay, and a weighty one Barnacle; 3 young, rich, 
and handsome. 

Pen. Was this at his TOME? or your own Kind: charity? 

Hax. Look'e, lady, lose not time in questions —husbands 
are not so plenty — Will you have him? 220 

Pen. I thank you for your goodness, sir, and would advise 
you, if you have more of these commodities to take them to 
| another market—1 am supplied e 50 your servant. 

[ Exit, 

* r thou art a girl of spirit; supplied 
already! What can she mean ?—not Wilding sure Im- 
possible !—There is something about her that bespeaks her 
honest—t1 know not what to make of her she may be a 
tumbler for all this. „„ x Fes ' 288 - 


| ee: My master, Sir, will be at Se appointment as soon 
as possible he must call at his banker's fone, and then he'll 


attend you. 6b - [wits 
Hax. *Tis well. This Penelop has touched me Strangely 
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he is certainly — but what's that to me? I'll go, and 
drown — at the — ns 


_ SCENE II. 


oF. Room in a Tavern. Enter SELLAWAY, and vor Keeper. 


Hell. Was my message delivered to Wilding? 
Bor. Ves, sir; he will certainly attend you. 
Sell. What gamesters have you within? 
Box. The old set, sir. 
Sell. What, no strangers? _ | | | 
Box. A country gentleman or two, | ** 
Sell. Will they make sport, think'st thou? | 
Bor. The black- legs are about them: if they are full of 
feathers (as I believe they are) we shall have good picking. 
Sell. Well, do you set them a-going, and I'll be among 


'em procently. | Li Box- Keeper. 


vou are late, Heard, Te 
Hax. I could not come sooner; but don't you an time— 
I must write a note, and will be with you at the table pre- 
sently. [Exit Sell.] What is the meaning, I cann't tell; 
but it hurts me to think that this foolish girl should so easily 
hearken to the lewd call of this fellow Wilding—this aban- 
doned, unfeeling fellow! Perhaps, tis his vanity—I did not 
perceive, *till She was in danger, that the agreeable jade had 
given me any concern. What is the reason, that to be emi- 
nently vicious is the readiest road to a woman's heart; nay, 
even to the best of 'em? But I'll rattle this nonsense out of 


my head; I have a hundred in my pocket, and the dice are 
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set a dancing. I'll strike up among 'em, and drown reflec- 2 


ap 0-604ader, horas. 58 N | 5 
Enter WIL DING. 
Wild, Yes, you rogue, tis Wilding ; the happy, erer rap- 
turous Wilding | Wish me joy, joy, man! | 261 


Hax. What, is your wife dead ? 
"Wild. No, but my mistress is kind, which i is 1 near as 
good a thing. ö | 
Haz. Thou art not mad ? 
Mila. No, no; but I swell with imagination, 
Like a tall ship bound for the fortunate islands ; 


Top and top-gallant, my flags, and my figaries 


Upon me, with a lusty gale of wind, 


Able to rend my sails; I shall o'er- run | 270 
And sink thy little bark of understanding, | | 
In my career; 1 fly before the wind, "Oe" 

Hax. Pray Heaven rather 
Vou do not spring a leak, and forfeit your 
Ballast, my confident man of war; 1 
Have known as stout a ship been cast : away | 
In sight o' th' harbour. | 

- Wild. The wench, the wench, boy ! 

© Haz, The vessel you have been rr, IR 

Mild. Has struck sail! 331 

Is come 1 and cries, Aboard, my new err 5 


The Mediterranean. We are agreed: 


This is the precious night, Will; twelve the hour, 1 


That I must take E of all, 2d 
Vou rogue you! 


Hax. Privthee e from thy raptures, for the der 
are now coming, and we lose time. | 
Mila. R What are these, bar 
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Hax. Young Barnacle, and the vinegar-bottle his man; 
he has business of much import with you; he would be your 
rival with Penelope. | 291 
Wild. And may, if he pleases, when I have made her fit 
for him. If I have the first glass, he shall take the rest of 
the bottle, and welcome. But are you in earnest? 5 
Hax. Pr'ythee talk to him, and hear his overtures He 
may be worth your listening to. I'll to the table —if I win, 
I shall have no cause to repent my bargain with him; if I 
lose, by these hilts I'll make him the cause, and beat him. 
Pr'ythee keep him from me a few minutes, and then I'll re- 
lieve thee. | 300 
Wild. But how shall I do it? 5 3 
Hax. Tell him any whimsical tale ʒ he i is 80 absurd, that 


it will go glibly down. 
mila. I'll try his swallow then. | 1255 
Hax. Then luck with a hundred pieces! _ Exit. 
Mild. I must get a fool for her, and if * will bite, he is 
e got to "my hands... 
L Tales a news-paper out of 15 pocket. 
i Enter Nephew and Dw1inDLE. 


Neph. Dwindle, that gentleman there is the guarding to 
the lady that I am to be in love with. _ Should not I shew 
away to him, and: astonish * with a little learning, eh, 
Dwindle ? 1 311 

Davin. Do, sir; let off a little Greek at him, and 1 war- 
rant he'll be proud to call you cousin. 
| Neph. 1 am a little-out of Greek at present, Dwindle; but 
for Latin, history, and philosophy What is he reading, 
De. Ask him, sir. ; 
! Neph, — librum legis, domine ? 
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ill. Have you any commands with me, sir? 28319 
Neph, Pray, sir, what news is abroad these bad times? 
Wild. Bad times, sir! when were we 80 great, so good, or 
so magnanimous? our ancestors were children to us; our 
-exploits crowd so thick upon us, that we are obliged to send 
for the largest pyramid that can be got in Egypt to write 
em down upon, for the benefit of posterity and I am now 
calculating what it will cost to bring it over. 

Nepb. A handsome penny, I warrant you. He's upon his 
fun, Dwindle, but I'll humour ki; Where i is the e 
to be put, sir ? ö 329 
- Wild. Upon Dover Clif, sir; * the side facing the 
French coast is to be wrote in phosphorus, which will be 
read in the dark winter nights as far as Paris, with the same 
ease that you see what o'clock it is by St. Paul's at noon- 

day. | | 
_ .  Neph. Hark'e, Dune, this is very curious. 
Dauin. Too curious to be true. 
*  Neph. Have you any more news, sir? if you "RO pray 
impart—T have a great appetite for news——vouchzafe me 
another 'slice. \ > 290 
wil. A meal, if you please—be there no more gentlemen 
to hear ? Tis extraordinary fine news, in black and white, 
from terra incagnita. 

8 Terra Incognita . / What, has it no name#: 

Hild. It had, sir, but it is ashamed of it. 

Mb. But what are they doing there? | 
Wild. Nothing at all—tis inhabited by a nation without 
nd, 2 | 
.- Neph. Without Ls Where are + their eyes then 7 
Wild. They lost them first, sir, then their heads; and they 
say the distemper, if not topped, "A vis over . rest 
: ef their body. LI: 135 | ATE > Þ 
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Neph. O wonderful! a gentleman would not choose to 
travel there. How can they know one a without their 
heads, sir? 

Wild, They don't ; they are so changed, sir, they are 
neither known by themselves or other people; having no 
heads, sir, they are continually playing at blindman's buff 
for the diversion of their neighbours. 

Neph. Monstrum] horrendum ! informe ! ingens ! cui 18 
ademptum— ha; ha, ha! Are there no politicians there ? 360. 
Wild. Did not I tell you it was a nation wvithout heads ? all, 
all politicians. 

Neph. Qui capit illi * I know your meaning; your jest is 
not thrown away upon me. : 

« Wild. Ha, ha! extremely good; apt and witty.” 

Davin. Now is your time—to him, sir. 

Niepb. 1 should be proud, sir, to have some nearer con- 
nections with a gentleman of your learning, and profound 
erudition. 


be your friend and servant, in the true sense of the words. 

© Neph. Dwindle, my affairs are in a fine way. In every 

sense, I am your humble servant in secula eculorum. You 

must know, sir 

| © Wild. III know it by and by, if you please, for we are 
e let us sport away a few pounds at the table, 

and then I'll go to the tavern and be at your service in secula 


seculorum. Exit. i 
Neph. Come along, Dwindle; if my fortune goes on as- 


swimmingly as she has begun, I shall make a rare night on't. 


If I get my mistress, and fill my pockets, we'll be as drunk 
as lords. Come along, Dwindle. ent. 


1 


| 
| 


369 
Wild. I should be happy to know how, sir, and proud to 


; 22 wy 
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SCENE III. 


Draws, and discovers the Gaming-table. Ganieiters at Play; 
after some Time, and calling different Mains, enter LITTLE“ 
STOCK and ACRELESS. | 


Litt. A curse upon those reeling dice! that last in and in 
Was out of way ten pieces. Canst lend me any | 
Money ? How have the dice dealt with thee? 385 

Acr. Lost, lost—I defy thee. If my luck recover not, 

I must be sober to-morrow. Damn'd, damn'd fortune 
| Lite. Oh, for a hundred, and all made now. 


Enter SELLAWAY. 


Sell. Vonder's Hazard wins tyrannically, without ; 
Mercy : he came in but with a hundred pieces. 390 
Litt. I'll get a fancy presently. | 

Acr. And how thrive the bones with his lordship ? 
Sell. His lordship's bones are not well set; they are mali- 
ciously bent against him; they will run him quite out of all. 


Box-keeper calls again Several Mains; ; and after some avarm 
Play, and, much . is won and lost, enter Ne e and 
DwòI x LB, 


Ns. More money Dwindle, call my Tn” I must 
have it for my honour : two hundred pieces more will serve 
my turn: in the mean time, I will play away, for want of 
cash, some superfluous things about me. 

Dwin, By that ame you are come to your Shirt; I shall be 
with you. | | 400 
Sell. He's blown up too. [Exit Dwin. 
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Enter HAZARD. | 
Haz. So, $0, the dice in two or three such nights will be 
out of my debt; and I may live to be a landlord again. 
Sell. You are fortune's minion, Hazard. 
Haz. You would seem to be no fool, because she dotes 
not 
Upon you. Gentlemen, 1 must take my hn; ; "rwas 
A Wr n pound! Jack Wilding ! | 


a "os Wir pine, gnawing a Box. 

What, eating the boxes? 

Wild. Chewing the cud a little; 3 I have lost all my money, 

Will; | 

Thou hast made a fortunate night on't : wot play Ky, 410 
"I 2 ? ; Ce 
| « 'Tis the first time Aa had the grace 

| 3 * off a winner -I would not *. the dice. 

Wild. What hast won? ä | 

Haz. You'do not hear me complain: 
I have not been so warm these ten weeks. 


F 
1 * 


Enter Ac EL Ess. 


mild. *Tis frost in my pockets. | 

Acer. Master Hazard, I was afraid you had *. gone; 3 
there's a fresh gamester come in, with his pockets full of 
gold: he dazzles the SIE and no man has stock to 
play with him. 43 8 421 

Wild. The devil! What i is hs ? | . 

. Acr. A merchant he seems; he may be WAP your return. 

* Hou Not for the exchange to-night, I am resolved. 
mil. Temptation! now WT: 1 an itch to this- 
| ef | 5 
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Haz. Thou wo't venture again then ? 
Wild. I would if I could but what do I forget? the | 
wench, the fairy at home expects me. 

Hat. I had forgot too: you wo'not play now ? 430 

Wild. Tis now upon the time. ¶ Looking at his awatch.] 
Curs'd misfortune |! tt 

Haz. You will not stay then ? | 

Wild. Hum-I ha' lost my money, and may recover a 
pretty wench. Which hand? This wantonness; this covet- 
ousness; money is the heavier. Will, dost hear? Ill requite 
thy courtesy lend me two hundred pounds to attack the 
merchant, and I will on thee e e and the best 
security. 

Hax. What, the dice es your old lack; jack? 440 

Wild. No, damn the dice] will give it thee upon Pen's 
een she is so loving that I can command her and hers. 
Haz, No matter for her fortune, I'll be dontented yn 
less: pay nie with the girl herself. - 

Wild. How do you mean ? 

Hax. Ill be contented with her personal cecurity 

Wild. Pr'ythee be plain; I am in haste, and wean Munde 
of the dice makes my heart beat to be at the merchant. 
What wouldst have? I'll agree to any thing, every thing 
Hlas. The wench at home N vou. 450 

Wild. e * _ Do 

Wild. Ha | 

Haz, And here are the two e e 

Wild. What! no- no — | | 

Hax. Nay, then your servant. | | [ Going, 
Mild. Stay, Wilk—Now, now the devil is at work with me 
he has thrown out two baits, and I know TY which' to 
_— at, | E432 459 
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Hax. I must take my * homerY ones, Jack, yours 


[ Going. 
mil.. 4 stay, thou chalt, Win I love thee for thy 
generosity——Gold is a real good, woman an imaginary one— 


Besides, a losing gamester will make but a cool lover; thou 


art warmed with success, and deservest her—She will be 

mine another time. Thou shalt have her, 
Hax. Shall 17 
Mild. Ves. 

Hax. Done. 

Mild. And done. 6 c 
Haz. There are bills for your 3 a | 470 
Wild. To-morrow you'll thank me for't. Be secret, she'll 

never know thee, for our conditions are to [Whispers him.] 


neither light, nor — and she must need conceiye tis I. 


Here's my key It conducts you up the back way into the 
douse.— The servants are in bed, the first door on the get 
hand in the gallery leads to her apartment. 
Hax. Are you in earnest ? | 
Wild. Have you wit to apprehend the courtesy? 
Let me alone; the wench and I shall meet | 
_ Hereafter, and be merry: take my key | 480 
The merchant's money cools: away; be wise, 
And keep conditions: I must to the gamester; 
Farewell; remember not to speak a word. 
Haz. What, kiss and tell ! O, fie for shame. 
Wild. Success to thee, Will. | | 
Hax. And to thee, Jack. ¶ Ereuut ic verally. 


Enter Mrs. WII DIN G and PEN ELO, with Candles. 
Pen. I wish it may answer your purpose. 


Mrs. Wild. I cannot lose any thing by the trial; the 


scheme is an innocent one, and if I can but rouse my hus - 
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band a little from his lethargy to the least sense of shame, 
who knows what may happen ? 491 
Pen. Hark l are you sure you heard nothing ? If 
| Mrs. Wild. Nothing but your maid going to bed. 
Pen. Not come yet !—lIt is past the time t00ms"Tis N 
strange. 

Mrs. Wild. Indeed; my dear Pen; this lover of yours is 
most terribly unpolite. > 

Pen. My vanity is a little mortified at it, I must ol 
A fine gallant, indeed ! 499 - 
Mr. Wild: You see, child, this gaming ! it destroys every 
other passion, good or bad And what hopes, think you, 
have I to draw him from the spell, when even you, Pene- 
lope, with all your n cannot break the enchant- 

ment? : 

Pen. Who knows but a may e some better way to 
account for his stay? Why may not his conscience and his 
reason together have debated this matter a little seriously, 
and though they have been tolerably pliant e, may 
grow resty at a crime of this nature. 5009 

Mrs. Wild. Come, come, let us not flatter a too 
far: his reason and conscience are at present very good 
friends with his passions, and attend him with AG alacrity 
in all his parties of pleasure. 

Pen. Hark! I am sure I hear him. | 

Mrs. Vilu. Indeed you are mistaken ; tis your beiden now 
that fancies s0——Don't imagine that he'll cast a single 
thought upon you, while he has a single gvinea in his poc- 
ket. 

Pen, Ay, ay, that's woke jealousy, cou e 00 1 Ab- 
Upon my word I hear him—indeed I do Hark! be's now 
TIES the door. 521 

Ars. Wild. No, no—hush—You a are in the right—1 hear 
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my thief—he's coming the back way——Take the candles 
into your chamber, and be ready to come in at the signal.— 
Bless me; how frighted I am. 198325 
Pen. Are you, my dear? Then do you take my part, and 
ll take yours. 
Mrs. Wild. Get you gone, you fool; I am not in a condi- 
tion to trifle. I have more at stake than you imagine. 
[Exit Penelope with candles.] Now for it. I wish it was 
over. : [ Sighs and retires. 


Enter HaZarD. 


3 I thought I never should have got hither . But 
where I am I can neither feel nor tell. And, now I am here, 
I could almost wish myself back again. I have some qualms 
about this business; and, were I not afraid of being laugh- 
ed at, I would certainly return. But, thanks to the spirit 
of the times, gentlemen are much less afraid of being pro- 
fligate than ridiculous. [ Feeling about. 
_ Mrs. Wild. He has certainly been drinking, by his mut- 
tering so to himself. Now to catch my spark——— Hem, 
hem! 541 

Hax. There she is, and all my fron are fled - Hem, hem! 

[They approach, and when they meet he offers to kiss her. 

Mrs. Wild. How violent he is! I have not had such a fa- 
vour from him these two years. | IA 
Hax. How modest we are. [obe stamps. 


Enter eee with lights. 


What's the matter ? Ha! a light 
Who have we got here? We are discover'd. 
Mrs. Wild. Discover d ha! [ Screams. "Who are Rn 
Pen. What's the matter here ? 2 owes 
| Haz, Mrs. Wilding! - 4 jt 
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Mrs, Wild. Mr. Hazard ! 
Pen. Your servant, good folks! nd What, my 


| good cousin and Mr. Hazard at hide and seek in the gallery, 
in my guardian's absence. You are a most generous gentle- 


man indeed! you are for providing every way. I see, for dis- 
tressed ladies. 

Mrs. Wild. For Heaven“ s sake, Mr. Hazard, how got you 
here ? | 

Haz. Upon my soul, madam, I scarce can tell you. 

Mrs. Wild. You have squeezed my fingers most unmerci- 


| fully. | ER 00 ; 2461 


Pen. So, So! 
Haz, Upon my soul, madam, it was all a mistake. My 
errand at present was not with you, but with that lady. 

Pen. With me! What ee pray? To ee wy 


fingers ? | 
Hax. Here are my cialis [ Shews a hey. : I was only 


to act by deputation from a certain friend of mine. 


Pen. Which I suppose is a certain good guardian of mine. 
Mrs. Wild. And who is most nen my due hus- 


5 band. 571 


Hax. I am 80 een 1 n know whether I am 
ru A 
Pen. To be sure ee neck yoophyy' doors} hn into 
their houses, seize upon their wives, and all in your Sleep. 

Haz. Ladies, though I may, perhaps, suffer in your opi- 
nions by my silence, yet I could wish, for my friend's sake, 
my own, and yours, that you would give me your, pardon, 
and peaceably send me about my business; for indeed I am 
most sincerely ashamed and sorry. W. F972 2686 


Pes. Poor modest [gentleman ! had a e been 


caught in the fact, he would have made just the same apo- 
logy. But no pardon from me, wine a free and full con- 
fession. 
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Mrs. Wild. I can say nothing, Mr. Hazard, in your justi- 
fication; but if you have a mind to make all the amends in 
your power, you will join with me in a plot I have just now 
thought of; for though Mr. Wilding may not have love 
enough to be jealous of me, I know he has too much pride 
to be easy, if he thought I was false to him; and what must 
he feel when he believes me innocently so, and knows him- 
self to be the cause of it! 592 

Pen. I adore you, my dear Mrs. Wilding, for the thought. 
J long to be revenged of him for his base design upon me; 
and, now you have him in your power, if you do not tor- 
ment him thoroughly, I'll never forgive you as long as I 
live. 


to behave as if he had succeeded in his design upon you.— 
But let us confer notes together below stairs. 600 

Haz. Ladies, you shall command my life, and my best 
services. | 

Pen. Best and worst, they are always ready, I'll * chat | 
for Mr. Hazard. 

Hax. Indeed, lady, you know but half of me. 

Pen. The worst half. 

Hax. I fear so; but let me assure you both, that, with all 
my frailties, I am much happier in forwarding this scheme 
of virtue, than 1 should have been in the success of my 
folly. | | 610 

Pen. Do yon 158 him ? | | 
Mr. Wild. I am confident of it. Don't mind her. Mr. 
Hazard, but follow me. | | 

Pen. Mr. Hazard! 

Haz. Madam! 

Pen. The devil was sick, the devil a monk would be: 
The devil was well; the devil a monk was he. Zim. 


4 


Mrs. Wild. Let me alone for that. Mr. Hazard has only 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. | | 
— — ————_— 


WiLpinc's House. Enter Mrs. WII DING and neten 


Barnacle. 

Bur has not Master Hazard in no wise opened his 8 | 
to you, lady, your husband, or your fair cousin? I had his 
promise mr 

Mrs. Wild. What business, good cir ? I pray you speak. 
This interruption is unfortunate. _ [ 4vige. 

Barn. Thus, then; I have, lady, a longing, as it were, to 
be more nearly connected with your family. You must needs 


know what I would say. 
Mrs. Wild. Indeed I am no scholar, and this 3 is ab Greek 


to me. | 10 
Barn. My nephew lend Greek, lady; ay, and Latin 
too; and geography, cow poetry, and philosophy ; z and is 
withal as valiant 
Mr. Wild. Tis the peculiar blessing of the times; our 
young men are so learned and brave, and our old ones s0 
wise and virtuous, that we are the astonishment of the whole 
world. *Tis the golden age, sir. But your business. 
Barn. Vouchsafe me, lady, one plain answer to an honest 
question.— Has your fair kinswoman, the beauteous Pene- 
oper yet transferred het affections to any one happy mortal? 
Mrs. Wild. If she had not, would Mr. Barnacle become a 
| PROT) : 22 
| | Barn. Me, madam ? No, no, 4 Alas, Alas! my dancing 
1 aays are over l— But for my nephew Oh, that nephew of 
=_ | mine! You have seen him, and heard of him, _—y have 
you not, madam ? 
Mrs. Wild. My mind, of late, Mr. Barnacle, has had little 


: attention, but to its own troubles. 
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Barn, Alack, alack, I know it well! You are much dis- 
coursed of, and pitied by the world, and I'll be bold to say, 
if there be any man that troubles you, or any that you would 
have talked withal, let him be who he will, I'Il rid you of 
that care. He that shall offer to disturb you but in a thought, 
do you mark me, madam ? Þ'll take an order with him- 

: Mrs Wild. What will you do, sir? 3 5 

Barn. Don't mistake me; I'll do nothing But I'll send 
my nephew. He shall work him, and jerk him, I warrant 
you. You don't know how my nephew is improved since he 
came from the university: he is a perfect knight-errant, the 
very St. George for England !—=Why, madam, he has had a 
pluck at the very flower of*chiyalry, ay, and cropped it too 
the very Donzel del Phebo of the time; and all the roaring 
| blades lower their topsails to him. Pll say no more Name 

but the man whom you but frown pens and Ill send my 
nephew to him. . 

Mrs. Wild. I thank you, sir; I have no enemy to exercise 
his prowess upon; my discontents are known to flow from a 
nearer person I am ashamed to say 15 

Barn. Your husband—Say but the word, and I'll end. my 
nephew to him; and were he ten husbands he should mol- 
lify him. Don't spare him. Had _ but Seen him baffle a 
squire this morning | 52 

Mrs. Wild. These praises of your nephew, Mr. Barnacle, 
are thrown away upon me; *tis my cousin must be warmed 
with them; and here she comes—S0 I shall leave your elo- 

quence to present the flower of chivalry to her, Which 1 
think would be an ornament to the . en in ae 
kingdom. 

Barn. Madam, you 145 my nephew wade ; and whom: you 
are in the humour to have any man beaten, either in your 
own family or in the kingdom I'll send my nephew to him. 
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2 PENELO PE. 


117. Wild. Dear Pen, dispatch this old fool as fast as you 
can, and in the mean time I'll a my page to fetch my 


wandering turtle home, | [Exit, 
Barn. Fair lady, F am your Servant. [ Bowws, 
Pen. Good sir, I am yours. IR [ Cartseys. 


Barn. I fear my visit may offend. 

Pen. I am but ill at ease, indeed, sir, and most unfit for 
company. „„ 
Barn. What, so young and melancholy ! Oh, tis a pity ! 

Pen. It is indeed, and yet Iam melancholy.. 
Barn. And for what, fair lady ? 5 
Pen. For a e EY would you have a fair lady | 
melancholy for ? 7 
Barn. I'Il send my nephew to him 
Pen. To bring him to me? 
Barn. Ay, bring him, and swing him, if you desire it. . 
ean make him do any thing, madam. Say you but the word, 
and he'll take the Great Turk by the whiskers——Oh, my 
nephew a a pretty fellow Dow you know him, madam ? 
Pen. Not I, sir. | + 81 
Bars. Not know my nephew ! I'll coi him to you. 
Pen. What to do, sir? | 
- Barn. He sball do any thing. The town's afraid of him. 
Pen Oh, pray, keep him from me then 
Barn, He'll. hurt no woman. But for the men- 
Pen Can he make em better, tir ? 8 could, we should 


be much obliged to him. 


Barn. And he shall, lady. 
Pen. Then let it be quickly; for 1 _ en oy are 
eee before I think of a husband. 9¹ 
+. What dun pon men her. of th hero himeelE? 6 
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Pen. My thoughts must not run after such costly m__ 
Barn. My nephew is dying for you. 

Pen. Poor young man !—But if we were both dying: my 
guardian would see us at our last gaspings before he'd con- 
sent. 


him alone to get the consent. | 99 


Enter Servant. 


4 Serv. Your nephew, sir; is below, and Haga to be admitted 
to the idol of his affections. 
Pen. Shew the gentleman up. | [Exit Servant. 
Barn. Idol of his affeAions! There's an expression for 
you.—My nephew is a fine scholar and a great hero. Here 
he is. I shall leave you together. Your servant, madam. 


Enter Nephew and DwinvLE. 


To her, nephew ; now is your time, I have cleared the way; 
she's your own; you'll have a fine reception. I am glad to 
see you are half drunk—Be bold and conquer.  [Exit. 
_ Nepb, Ne'er fear me, uncle; when I am rocky, I defy any 
woman in Christendom. I have not been in bed to-night; 


When I am bosky; I never flinch, : 7 244 


Dwin. To her, to her; sir. 
Nepb. Shall I attack her with a little learning, Dwindle ? 


If I could but put her into confusion, the town's my own. 
. Dwin. Give her a broadside then. 9 
Neph. 1 had rather beat the watch oy talk to her. My 


courage fails me, Dwindle. 


Pen, I must send this fool a packing. [Aride.] Do you 


trust yourself abroad, sir, without your uncle? You are very 
young, and there are a nt n — and carts in this 


Barn. Would he? Then my nephew shall talk to hit, Let 


—— ä—4ũä— — ͤ —“¹1¾ —-—— b — — 
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Neph. Coaches and carts, Dwindle ! I am dumb, et vox 
—— haxit. (4 | 
Duin. Give her one fire first. N 

.Neph. I had rather go back again, Deine. |  [Going, 

Davin. What, turn your back upon the enemy! 

; gp IT cann*t face her, per deos immortales. 
Pen. If you have any matter to communicate, let me bag 
to know it immediately, for Lm in haste. 129 
 Neph. I had much matter to communicate, but your 
coaches and earts have drove it quite out of my head. 

Pen. Poor gentleman! When you have recovered your 
senses, and the use of your tongue, return to me again, and 
1 $hall be at your service; in the mean time, I would re- 
_ commend a gentle nap to you; and PI! pay a visit to my 
monkey: and so, sir, your servant. | . [Exit 

Neph. This is a fine A ne 8 Dwindle ! 

Davin. So, so, sir. 

Neph. I am in a damn'd en Dwindle. PU go par 
| Kick her monkey. 140 

Dauin. Leave that to me, sir, and Pl do his badges | 
- Neph. But this must not pass so. What does my uncle 
mean, and Mr. Wilding mean, by sending me here to be 
laughed at ? If I meet em, wo betide em. I am so full, 
that unless I have some vent I shall burst. Don't speak to 
me, Dwindle, or I shall certainly fall upon you. Oh, for a 


man, woman, or child, now Wen must beat art 


* 


SCENE JI. 


J Steve. is Eater Hizanp and WIV Dino. | 


ill. How now, Will! Thou look'st Wa bene this 
Mtg. Te: to-night ? 1 dr 


wi * 
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Haz. Do not enquire, but curse yourself till noon. I am 
charitable, I do not bid thee hang thyself ; and yet I have 
cause to thank thee. I would not have lost the turn for all 
the money I won last night Such a delicious theft! 

Wild. J think so. 

Hax. I found it so, and dare make my affidavit, 

Wild. Thou didst not see her? | 

Hax. Nor speak to her. To what ee 

Wild. Now do I 
Grow melancholy. 

Haz. If thou dost envy me, 160 
There is some reason for't ; thou dost imagine 
I have had pleasure in my days; but never; 

Never so sweet a skirmish ! Not a kiss, 
But had Elysium in't. 
Wild. I was a rascal. 
Haz. If thou didst know but half so each as I, 
Or couldst imagine it, thou wouldst acknowledge 
Thyself worse than a rascal on record. 
Mild. Hold your tongue. | 
Hax. I have not words t' expres, ; how Soft, how boun- | 
F 170 
How every thing a man with full ne 
Could wish a lady. 2 14 

Wild. Pry'thee, be quiet. But tell me, W— 
Hax. Don't question me farther. 

It is too much happiness to remember: 
I am sorry I have said so much. 

Wild, Was I not curs'd, _ 

To lose my money and such delicate ie 8041 

Hax. But that I love thee n. n ne'er enjoy *Y 
5 Wild. Why? 8 + 1400 

5 1 would almost cut thy — 5 
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- F714. You would not. DE 
Hax. But take her; and if thou part'st with her one night 


more for less than both the Indies, thou'lt lose by her. She 


has paid me for my service; I ask nothing else. 

Wild. If she be such a precious morsel, Will, 
I think you may be satisfied. 

Haz. Take heed, 
And understand thyself a little better, | 
I think you may be satisfied With what? 196 
A handsome wench ! *Tis heresy ; 3 recant its | 
I never shall be satisfied. 1 o. 

Wild. Vou do not Pon 
A new encounter. 

Haz. For thy sake, 
"Tis possible I may not: I would have | 


My game kept for me. What I have done, faith, 


Was upon your entreaty; if you have 
'The like occasion hereafter, I 


Should have a hard heart to deny thee, Jack. ro gi 


Wild. Thou hast fir'd my blood hat 1 could 5 back 
time, T 


To 0 possess' d of what my i Rate 


Gave up to thy enjoying! But I am comforted; 
She thinks *twas I; and we hereafter may 
Be free in our K sir, the news 


| "Tac Page. j 


Page. My mistress did command my diligence 


Yo find you out; and pray you come to _— with her. 


Wild. When I am at leisure. 


Page. *Tis of consequence. TED s 


. Wild. Is Penelope with her ? 
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Page. Not when she sent me forth. 
Shall I tell my mistress you will come to her? 
mild. How officious you are for your mistress, sirrah! 
What, said she I came not home all night ? 5 
Page. Nothing to me. But my eyes ne'%er beheld her look 
so pleasantly. | 217 
Wild. Well, well, say I'll come. [Exit Page. 
Haz. Now, farewell, Jack. 1 need not urge your secrecy 
touching your mistress I must laugh at thee, and heartily, 
ha, ha, ha Wot farewell, farewell, Jack; ha, ha, ha! 
[ Exit, 
Wild. To say the enn 1 have Shewed myself a coxcomb. 
A pox 0” play, that made me double loser ! For aught I 
know, she may never admit me to such a turn again—and 
then I ha' punish'd myself e e fool, fool, 
fool! [Exits 


* 


SCENE 110, 


W1LDinG's Hause. Enter Mrs. WIL DIN OG and PENELOPE. 


Mrs.'Wild. Is he coming, say'st thou? 
Pen. I saw him turn at the corner of the square. 
Mrs. Wild. Is he alone? | .229 
Pen. Alone, and seems disorder'd: with his eyes upon the 
ground, and his arms folded thus, be walks by starts, and 
Shews all is not right within. | 
Mrs. Wild. Now comes the trial Hark 11 hear him. 
You must away. Now for it. | | [Exit Pen. 


Enter Wir bine. ö 


So, my good penitent man, I find your conscience was sin- 
cere; you have at last taken a farewell to your follies, but 
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zuch dear friends you were, you took * all the night in 


parting. | 238 
Mili. T have bid farewell to them for ever. It was the 


last effort of expiring passion; * *tis gone, and now I'm 


a new man Heigho! N [ Sighs. 
Mr.. Wild. Why do you Sigh, husband? 
hg d*ye, sweetheart? © e 


Wild. Well, but a little end 
You look more sprightfully, wife; something has pleas' d you. 
Mrs. Wild. Tt has indeed ; and if it be no stain : 
To niodesty, I would enquire how you 


Sped the last night? | 
mila. I lost my money. = 2 249 
Mee. Wild. I don't mean that. [ Smiling. 
Mild. Don't mean that II am not betray d, I hope! 
What do you mean? 


Mrs. Wild. V are a fine bentleman ! 7 85 
. »Tis so: could me not e her own counsel? 
| Audi. 
Mrs. Wild. And have behav'd n most wittily, 
And I may say most wrongfully : this will 
Be much for your honour, when tis known. 
Wild. What will be known! | 
Mrs. Wild. Do you not blush ? TP fi! 8 
I there ns modesty in man ? | 1580 
"Wild. Riddle my riddle my re—Pox of your ambiguities: 
; * would you have — would not yet seem conscious. 
| Pn | [4vide, | 
e Wild. "Tis time then to be n it was a wonder 
. I could be so long silent; did you like 
Your last night's lodging? 
Mild. Very, very well; 
I went not to bed all night. 
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| Mrs. Wild. Not to bed all night — Think again, my dear 
your mem'ry may fail you. — 29 

wild. What do you mean ?—I say, I have not been in bed 
to-night; and had you any eyes but jealous ones, n see 
by mine I have not slept to-night. 

Mrs. Wild. Look at me, husband. 

Wild. So I do There! there! there What mum- 
mery's this ? 

Mrs. Wild. Now tell A you feel no > real compune- 
tion at thus looking in my injured face ? 

Wild. A pox upon these stale expostulations; must I ever 
be dinned with them? And cann't my reformation work a 
change in you !— Thou art the strangest woman 280 

Mrs. Wild. Soft, soft, my good husband Did you not 
meet Penelope last night? 

Wild. No; I met no Penelope last night. 

Mrs. Wild. And were you not to meet her AP my 
dear. 

Wild. Pr'ythee let me alone, my head aches. 

Mrs. Wild. No, no, *tis my head that aches—Did you not 
pass the night, the live-long night, in wanton, stolen em- 


braces? 


Wild. Refuse me if I did. | 290 
Mrs. Wild. You did not lie with Mrs. re e my kins- 
woman? 


Wild. Cuckold me, if I did. I swear 
Mrs. Wild. Come, come, don't swear——but *twas no 
fault of yours, no fault, no virtue but this is no time to 
 expostulate these IIA brief, know *twas my plot. 
kaut, 
Wild. What plot? 
"nay Wild. 'Yes, yes, my plot, _ dear. [ Smiling. 
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Wild. My plot, my dear! what do you smirk and giggle 
at Leave your idiot tricks, and tell me what you mean. 
Met. Wild. You are so testy—but I shall please you. | 
Wild. Shall you? I wish you would 4903 
Mrs. Wild. Thus then — I have with sorrow long ob- 
served which way your warm atfection moved, and found it 
would be in vain with open power to oppose you; I there- 
fore worked by stratagem I got the secret of your meet- 
ing, and I wrought so with my honest cousin, to supply her 
wanton place, that with some shame, at laſt, I might deceive 
your hard heart into kindness. 
Wild, That, that again, sweet wife; and 1 a little 310 
Serious Was it your plot to excuse your cousin, | 
And be the bedfellow ? 
Mr. Wild. Twas indeed, my dear. 
Wild. Twas in hell, * dear. 
Mrs. Wild. Bless me! 
Wild. 1 am fitted, fitted with a pair of horns 
Of my own making! _ 
Mrs. Wild. What, do you take it thus? | 
Should you not rather thank, and think upon = 
That providence, that would not have you loot 320 
In such a forest of loose thoughts. Come, be 
Yourself again; I am your handmaid still; 
And have learn'd so much piety to conceal 
Whatever should dishonour Fouls 
Wild, It buds —— 
It buds already [ chall turn ct mad— 
Horn- mad. 
_ Mrs. Wild, What ails you ? 1 85 you vex d 
Because your wantonness has thriv'd so well ? 
. Wild. Well with a vengeance | And did you really con- 
trive the plot yourself ? 331 
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Mrs. Wild. I did. | 
Wild. You lie I contriv'd some part of it—and can you 
prove all this to be true? 
Mrs. Wild. I can—witness those tender j joys, which, though 
not meant for me | 
Wild. Oh, damn your description 
I am satisfied. 
Mrs. Wild. You seem angty—lT did expect your thanks. 
Wild. Yes, I do thank you, thank you heartily ; 
Most infinitely thank you. | 341 
Mrs. Wild. Doth this merit : 
No other payment but your scorn ? Then know; 
Bad man, tis in my power to be n 
And what I had a resolution 
Should sleep in silent darkness, now Shall lock 
Day in the face; Pll publish to the world 
How I am wrong' d, and with what stubbornness 
You have despis'd the cure of your own fame: #26 
Nor shall my cousin suffer in her honour. 350 
I stoop as low as earth to shew my duty; 1 
But too much trampled on; I rise to tell 
The world, I am a woman. 
Wild. Ho, no; hark you, 
I do not mock you. I am taken with 
The conceit ; what a fine thing I have made peel 1 
Ne'er speak on't, thy device shall take; I'll love thee; 
And kiss thee for't ; thou'st paid me handsomely ; 
An admirable plot; and follow'd cunningly. 
Mrs. Wild. Then I'm happy, husband, if you're sincere. 
Wild. Oh; very sincere, and very hapypß xp. 361 
Mrs. Wild. ws cement: as earn + | £ 
Vouchsafe the kiss you promisede 
Wild. There ihere : Aue ber. 
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I'll see thee anon again; and lie with thee 
To- night, without a stratagem. Penelope 

Expects thee ; keep all close: dear wife, no sentences. 
| C Hurries Mrs. Wilding of. 
Ta nide'd and trims at my own charges rarely! [ Exit. 


— 
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ACT V. SCENE 1. 


T . The Street. Enter WII DING. 


Wilding: 


1. AM juotly punish' now for all my tricks; 
And pride o' th* flesh! I had ambition 
To make men cuckolds ; now the devil has paid me, 
Paid me i' th* same coin; and Pll compare 
My forehead with the broadest of my neighbours : 
But, ere it spreads too monstrous, I must have 
Some plot upon this Hazard. He supposes 
He has enjoy'd Penelope, and my trick's 80) © 
To drive the opinion home, to get him marrry ber, 
And make her satisfaction. The wench -- | 10 
Has oft commended him; he may be won to't. 
I never meant to part with all her portion . 
Perhaps he'll thank me for the moiety; 
And this dispos'd on, she's con} jur'd to silence. 
It must © de IT 


2 TY | Enter Haza . 
} Hex. Jack Wilding, how is't, man? | 5 
How goes the plough at home? What says the 1 


Guinever, that was humbled in your absence? 
You have the credit with her, all the glory 2 


* * 
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What says she, Jack ? Does she not hide her eyes; 
And blush, and cry, you are a fine gentleman ! 
Turn a one side, or drop a handkerchief, 
And stoop, and take occasion to leer 
And laugh upon thee ? 
Wild. Nothing less: I know not 
What thou'st done to her, but she's very end 
Hax. I'll be hanged then. 
Mild. Thou must imagine, 
I did the best to comfort her. 
Hax. She's melancholy 
For my absence, man: I'Il keep her company 
Again to-night. i 
Wild. And nothing now but sighs, and cries I have 
Undone her. 
Hax. Ay, ay, the old e er s a fool. 
Wild. To be plain, 
Although she has no thought but I was her gallant, 
You are the only argument of her sadness. 
Hax. How can that be? 
Wild. When I had merril7ß 
Excus'd what had been done, she fetch'd a ads 
And with some tears reveal'd her love to you; 
That she had lov'd you long, but by this act 
Of mine, d'ye mark? she was become unworthy 
To hope so good a fortune; I cannot tells 
But she is strangely passionate. 
Hax. For me? 
Wild. Ay, for you. | | 
Haz. Why, now I do-recolle& mpeg 


bBghe has sometimes smil'd upon me. 


Wild. Nay, believe it, 
She i is * n. thee above all a N 
4 
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Hax. And yet she was content you should 

»Bove all the world. 

Wild. But *twas your better fate 
| To be the man; it was her destiny uy 
Contrived it thus Thou art a gentleman; 

And must consider the poor gentlewoman. 

Hax. What wouldst ha' me do? - 

Wild. Make her amends, + - 60 

Haz. What do you mean? 

Wild. Marry her. 

Hax. Marry a strumpet ! 
mila. You had first possession, and hadst thou married 
earlier, thou couldst but have had her first; besides, none 
know but we ourselves, and we, for weighty reasons, must 
be secret. 

Haz. Why, ay, that's t true ; but then for ez rea- 
sons, I must not marry her WL 
Wild. Come, come, thou hast a tender burt, 1 fo. 

Heav'n knows! she may be desperate. 

Haz. A fair riddance; we have enough o the aides I am 
sorry I cannot _— her n with a pair o nen 
garters. 

Wild, 1 heating art more We she may nm a 
: happy wife: what woman but has frailty? _ 

| Haz, Let her make the best on't; set gy r th? Strand 
or Westminster, she may have custom. a 11 
Mila. She has a portion will maintain r like a a gente 
woman, and your wife. 1 0 

Hax. Where 1s't ? e 
Wild. In my possession; and I had rather bes | 

Shouldst have it than another. = BH 4 
Haz. Thank you heartily. E e 


A single life has single care; * 
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Wild, Come, thou shalt know I love thee——thou shalt 
have 
More by thousands, 3 I resoly'd 
- To part with, cause I would call thee cousin too; 
Ten thousand pounds, Will, she has to her portion ! 


I hop'd to put her off with half the sum, 


90 
That's truth; — some younger brother would have thank'd 
me, ; 
And given me my 8 a match? 
Haz. A pretty sum! Ten thousand pounds will make 
What's crooked, straight again. 
Wild. Th' art in the right; 
Or for the better sound, as the grammarians 
Say, I will call it— fifty hundred pounds 
By 'r Lady, a pretty stock; enough, an' need be, 
To buy up half the women in a county. 
Haz. Here's my hand; I'll consider on't no o farther ; 100 
Is she prepar'd ? 
Wild. Leave that to me. 
Haz. No more. 
Wild. I'll instantly about it. 
Haz. Will you confirm this before witnesses ? 
Wild. Bring a hundred—bring them ebe baue, 
Hax. I'll follow you. MF 
Wild. Now I'm a little ii | | 
The bitt'rest pill, when * will be wallow'd. ä 
45 Eater Wild. 
| \. Tap Ha, ha | 110 
The projef moves hetter een N 
What pains he takes out of his ignorance ! 


CE Euer BARNACLE. FRI 
Barn. Oh! sir, I am glad I ha” found you. 


* 
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e I was not lost. 

Barn. My nephew, sir, my nephew. 

2 What of him? + 
arn. He's undone, he's anne | you have undone him. 

0 - What's the matter? 

— hn You have made him, sir, so lane; 1 am ee f 
Hes not long liv'd : he quarrels now with every body : 120 
And roars, and domineers, and shakes the penthouses. | 
eee Ione eee Rs i 
I take a little privilege myself, 


Because I threaten to disinherit him 
But nobody else dares talk or meddle with him; 


Is there no way to take him down again,” 

And make him coward? _ 2 
Haz. There are ways to; tame bins: 2 
Barn. Now I —— had beaten hin 


For the hundred pounds. . hs 30 125 


Hax. That may be done yet. 

Barn. Is't not too late? But 5 think *twill kane | 
him? : 

I expect ev'ry minute he's abroad wy # N 
To hear he has kill'd somebody, or ee | 
Brought home with half his brains, or but one leg: | 

Hax. What would you have me do? | : 

Barn. Il pay you for t, | #5 
If youth beat him soundly, sir, and "ira Np XY 
But as you found him; for if he continue 


A blade; and be not kill'd, he won't escape + 140 
| The gallows long: and tis not for wy honour | ad?” 
/ He-should be hang dq. 


Hax. I shall deserve as anch ; 
To lay this mettle, as I had to quicken . „„ 
| Bark, Nay, "tis my meaning to content you, ir; 


4. THE GAMESTERS. 77 


And I shall take it as a favour too, 
If for the same price you made him valiant, 
You will unblade him: here's the money, sir; 
As weighty gold as t'other; 'cause you should not | 
Lay it on lightly : break no limb, and bruise him 150 
Three quarters dead, I care not: he may live 
Many a fair day after it. 
Haz, You shew 
An uncle's love in this ; trust me to cure 
His valour. 
Barn. He's here; do but observe. 


Enter Nephew. 


And beat him, sir, accordingly. 
NMepb. How now, uncle? 
Barn. Thou art no nephew of mine, th? art a rascal ! 
I'll be at no more charge to make thee a gentleman: 160 
Pay for your dice and drinkings ; I shall have 18 
The surgeon's bills brought shortly home to me; 
Be troubled to bail thee from the sessions; 
And afterwards make friends to the recorder 
For a reprieve, yes—T will see thee hang'd first. 
Neph. And be at the charge to paint the gallows too 
If I have a mind, the waits shall play before me, 
And I'll be hang'd i in state, three stories high, uncle: : 
But first I'll cut your throat. | | 
Barn. Bless me! defend me, | 0 --: 


Enter ACRELESS, SELLAWAY, and LiTTLESTOCK,. 


Acr. How now, what's the matter: 
Sell. Master Barnacle ! 
Barn. There's an ungracious bird of my own _ 
Will murder me, 
L 
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Litt. He wo' not sure? 
Haz. Put up, ' 
And ask your uncle precently forgiveness ; 
Or I will huff thee. 
* Neph. Huff me I will put up 
At thy intreaty. | 180 
Haz. Gentlemen, you ae ; 
'This noble gallant ? 
Acr. A cousin of yours, I take it. 
Haz. A fine cousin! He lent me in your company 
A box o' th* ear. 
Nepb. No, no, I gave it, 
I gave it freely; keep it, never think on't; 
I can make bold with thee another time; * 
Would it had been twenty. ö 
5 Haz. One's too much to keep.“ N 190 
I am a gamester, and remember always | | 
My debts of honour—First, the principal  [Serikes bim. 
And this for the use [ Strikes him again. 
Neph. Use! Wouldst th'adst given it my uncle: 
Haz. They have cost him already two hundred pounds 
And upwards, shotten herring, thing of noisze! 
Neph. Oh, for my man Dwindle, 
And his basket-hilt now! My uncle shall rue this. 

Hax. Down presently, and, before these * 
Desire his pardon. | 200 
Nepb. How! desire his pardon ? | | 

Haz. Do it, I say. | | 
Nepb. I will ask his pardon : 1 bexech you, uncle— 
Hax. And Swear—— e 
Nepb. And do swear 

Hax. To be obedient, Se | 
Nepb. 3 you, gentlemen, I hops you are pr- 


3 
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By taking this so patiently, that I am 
Not over valiant. | 
Barn. I suspect him still. 210 
Neph. Indeed you need not, uncle. 
Hax. If ever he prove rebellious in act 
Or language, let me know it. 
. Neph. Will you not give 
Me leave to roar abroad a little, for my credit ? 
Barn. Never, sirrah; now I'll tame you. 
I thank you, gentlemen ; command me for 
This courtesy. 
 _  Nepb. Tis possible I may 
With less noise grow more valiant hereafter : 220 
Till then I am in all your debts. | 
Barn. Berul'd, 
And be my nephew again: this was TO —_ 
My love, dear nephew. | 
Neph. If your love consist 
In kicking, uncle, let me love you again. 
Barn. Be silent, sirrah. 
Neph. I am dumb. | 
Acr. Then his uncle paid for't ? | | 
Haz. Heartily, heartily. 230 
_ Whither are you going, gentlemen ? 5 
Acr. As you shall lead us, Hazard. 
Hax. Tis lucky then; | 
Will you be witnesses to a desperate 5 
Bargain I mean to drive within this hour? 
No less than bartering for my liberty. 
Sell. The devil! not to be married, sure? 
Haz. Tis even s0—and were I sure that this my valiant 


friend [To Nephew.] would not be angry at my choice, I'd | ” 
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 Neph. Choose where you list; I'll ne'er be angry more, 
nor woo again; I have had of both my quantum guſſicit. 


Hax. Her name's Penelope. 


Nepb. Take her, and welcome; she'll pay you in the coin 
you've favour'd me with. 

Barn. May you win and wear FRY Mr. Hazard; and 
since my nephew merits not the _—_— I wish you and her 


happiness. { 
Haz. Thanks, Mr. Barnacle—I wil away to Wilding's $ 


and prepare for your reception—Will you follow me? 250 


Litt. We will. [ Exit Hazard. 

Barn. What 'say you, gentlemen ; shall we drink this 
couple in a glass of sack, and then to wish em joy? 

Acr. Agreed. | | 

1 I'm for any thing. ; I [Exeunt. 


mm 


SCENE II. 


"Witpinc's Shs, Eeter Mo Where and PENELOPE. 


Pen. Why, you would not have me encourage this Ha- 
zard ? | 

. Mrs. Wild. Indeed but I would. 

Pen. What, a gamester ! a profligate ! No, no, thanks to 
youth, good Spirits, and a. tolerable person, not 40 nee as that, 
Mrs. N. ilding. B . 261 

Mrs. Wild. His gaming is e younger brother, 


and bred to no business, naturally leads to the dice for his 


supplies. I know he is tired of the company he has kept; his 

honour is as yet unimpeached, and, with your * what 

can either of you want or desire farther ? : => 
Pen. Indeed, I dare not think of it. And yet, ee 


night percuade me to any thing. 4 bave the bighes . 
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Give me a little time——prejudices are hard to conguer, and yet 
who knows Bless me, he's here. 270 


Enter HAZz ARD. 


Mrs. Wild. Mr. Herd, I have pleaded hard for you, and 
promised much for you. You must now try the cause yours 
self. 

Haz. I am indebted to you all things succeed bopjnd 
your thought—pray give me a little opportunity with your 
kinswoman. 


Mrs. Wild, I will withdraw. e 


Pen. Don't go without me, cousin, > you . J have business 
with you. 279 
Mrs. Wild. Aud 50 4 that 1 my dear; and he is in 
such haste, poor man! he cann't stay: finish with him, and Pm 
at your Service. _ j\ 9 8 85 
Hax. I know not how to woo her— 
Sweet lady— 
Pen. Your pleasure, sir? 
Hax. Pray, let me ask you a question 
If you had lost your way, and met one, 
A traveller like myself, that knew the coast 
O' th' country, would you thank him to direct you? 


Pen. That common manners would instruct. 3300 


Hax. I think so. 

Pen. But there are many ways to the wood. 
Hax. And which 

Would you desire; the nearest path and cafes, 
Or that which leads about ? 

Pen. Without all question 

The nearest and safe. j | 
Haz. Can you love then ? 


* * 
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Pen. That is the nearest indeed. If you are upon that road, 1 


could awish you would go a little about. 310 
Haz. No no, madam ; you have said, and I nuit have an an- 
aber. | | 
Pen. You are in a violent hurry, ure. What answer would 
you have, cir? 


Haz. 4 direct one. Can you love ? 
Pen. Pray give me a little time, 
Haz. Not à moment. Can you love, I ay? 
Pen, I were a devil else. 
Haz. And _ you love a man? 
Pen. Bless me ! you frighten me out of my Wits. 320 
What did you ay, ir? 5 
Haz. Can you love a man? 
Pen. A man! what else, sir! | 
' Haz. V are so far on your way. Now love but me, 
are at your journey's end: what say you to me? 
Pen. Nothing, sir. = 
Haz. That's no answer; you must say something. 
Pen. I wish you'd guess, and n not compel me zo peak. 
_ Haz. D'y' hear, lady? 7? 
Setting this foolery aside, I know e 
Vou cannot choose but love me. | 
Pen. Why? © ; 
| Hax. I have been told so. 5 a 
, | Pen. You are easy of belief; 
I think I should be best acquainted with 
My own thoughts, and I dare not be so desperate 
To conclude. 
Hax. Come, come; * are a dissembling i ee 4 
I know your heart; you have lov'd me a great while, 
What should I play the fool for? If you remember, 340 
Turg'd some wild discourse in the behaaf 
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Of Barnacle; it was a trial of thee ; 
t humour made me love thee and Since that thy virtue. 
Pen. Indeed, sir? 
Hax. Indeed, sir? why, I have been commtied to thee. 
Pen. The deuce you have! How long? 
Haz. This half hour; know thy portion, and shall have it. 
Pen. Strange! 
Hax. Nay, I'll have thee too. | 
Pen. You will? How can I help myself! 350 
Haz. You cannot help it; thy kind cousin will have it so: 
*Tis his own plot, to make thee amends ; is't not 
Good mirth ? But *tis not love to thee or me; 
But to have me possest he is no cuckold ; 
I see thro? his device; thou art much beholden to him, 
He meant to have put thee off with half thy portion ; 
But that, as things have happen'd, we must keep secret. 
Say, is't a match ? I have ten thousand pounds too; 
Thank the dice :” let's put our stocks together; | 
We have love enough happiness must follow. 360 
Pen. Pray, stop, mir; we're at our Journey 's end. 
— My guardian's here. 


Enter WII DIN o. 


Wild. So close! I am glad on't. This prepares Will Ha- 
zard, | 
And my young cousin. A word, Penelope. 
Haz, Now will he make all sure. 
Wild. You us'd me coarsely, | 
But I have forgot it. What discourse have you 
With this gentlerhan ? 
Pen. Ver strange discourse. He seems to be a suitor. 
Wild. Entertain him, ay hear ; you _ do worse; 370 
Be rul'd. 
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I've sign'd and seal'd the contract, and with it 


"Twas in my thought to move Wy. does he not 
Talk strangely ? | 
Pen. I told you he did. 
Wild. Was that all ? 
Pen. What ? | 
Wild. Nothing. Let me counsel-you 
To love him ; call him husband. 


Pen. I resolve ö 7D e 379 
Never to marry without your consent, 5since I have got my 


own. [ Aside.] | | 1725 talk apart. 


Enter ACRELESS, LrtTLBSTOCK, a7 SELLAWAY., 


„Hax. e welcome. ü 
Pen. If you bestow me, sir, I will be 0 


1 am not lost; I must confess I love him. 


Wild. No more then; lose no time. Kind Sina, 
Y*are come most seasonably to be the witnesses 
Of my consent. I have examin'd both _ | 
Your hearts, and freely give thee here my kins woman: 
No sooner shall the church pronounce N 
You married, but challenge what is hers. 
Hax. Ten thousand pound. 390 
Fila. I do confess it is her portion. | 2 
You hn not stay to talk. Nay, gentlemen, 
Pray see the business finish'd. 
Acr. We'll attend him. 
Wild. The lawyer with his papers are > within 2 


Give up all my right and en ne 8 
To this my friend. „ ene. 


Hax. Which I with joy N of— 
Pen. And I for better and for wore, | 


Haz. Sweet Penelope, [Takes her hand, 
Be you the witness. [Exit with Pen. 
Wild. So, so; this will confirm him in the opinion, 
Penelope was the creature he enjoyed, | 
And keep off all suspicion of my wife, 
Who is still honest, in the imagination 
That only I embrac'd her: alls secure, 
And my brow's smooth again. Who can deride me, 
But I myself? Ha! that's too much; I know it; 
And, spite of these tricks, am a Cornelius. 410 
Cannot I bribe my conscience to be ignorant? 
Why then I ha' done nothing; yes, advanc'd 
The man that grafted shame upon my forehead : 
Vexation! parted with ten thousand pounds, 
And am no less a cuckold than before! 
Was I predestin'd to this shame and mockery? 
Where were my brains? Yet why am I impatient ? 
. Unless betray'd, he cannot reach the knowledge; 
And then no matter Ves, I'm curst again 


My torment multiplies: Penelope ; 420 | 


Will clear herself, and then that ruins all! 

I would she had been strumpeted. I am lost, 

And must be deperate Kill him! No=my wife. 
Not so good death is over black and horrid; ED 
And I am grown ridiculous to vel.” ng 

I must do * 


Enter iet and 8 


Barn. Master Widing, welcome—T have not seen you n 
great while. | 

Wild. Then I ane been happy a great while." | 
Do you know me! 430 


M 


Ad VJ. THE GAMESTERS, 85 


86 THE QAMESTERS. | Ad V. 
Barn. Koe you 2 | ; 
- Wild. They say I am much alter'd of late. 

Barn. There is some alteration in your forehead. 

Wild. My forehead ! 

Barn. Tis not smooth 3 re troubled—ls yur 
wife within ? | 

Wild. What would you with her? | 

Barn. I know the matter that's «brewing. 


Neph. Et ego. 5 
Barn. You N it here, Mr. Wilding. 440 
[ Pointing to bis i forehead 
Wild. The devil l. 00 you2ee em? 4 
Have they broke the surface? 8 


Barn. I mean Mr. Hazard's business. 
Mila. I mean that too. My head's a torment to me. 
Nepb. What would you give now, Mr. Wine to be of 


1 
. 


9 the nation without heads ? 


Wild. Would I could change conditions with e fools ; 
On ns robe Ars OS: 


Euter Mrs. weine. 


Mrs. Wild. Gentlemen, your servant. 

Bars. Joy, joy to you, Mrs. Wilding. _ 450 
Mili. Wife, you are a whore ; vou shall Know more here- 
after I must go live in the forest. 

Mrs. Wild. And I 7 th* common. 

Wild. Shell turn prostitute ! 


Euter Hazard, PexELOPE, ACRELESS, Tc. Fe 51 


Haz. Your leave, gentlefolks ; who wishes us joy 2 
Barn. Married ? ; 


* 


F 
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Hax. Fast as the law can tie us; | 
The priest must bless the knot. 5 
Acr. We are witnesses. | 459 
Has. Cousin, ten thousand pounds; and nk now I must 
thank you for this among the rest. Look then with an eye 
of love upon me. 
Wild. No matter, she'll love thee afterwards. An' she do 
not, she can but cuckold thee z there be more i' th' parish, 


man. 


Mrs. Wild. In our parish, husband? 
Wild. Pl be divorc'd now. 


Wife, you're a whore. 

Hax. Ho, there! no big words; come, : 
We must tell something in your ear: be merryz 470 
Vou are no cuckold, make no noise. I know 
That's it offends your stomach. 8 

Wild, Ha! | 


Haz. I touch'd not her, nor this, with one rude action. 
We'll talk the circumstance another time: | 
Your wife expected you; but when I came, 

She had prepar'd a light, and her cousin here, 

T' have made you blush, and chide you into honesty: 
Seeing their chaste simplicity, I was won | 
To silence, which brought on my better wes 10 480 

Mila. Can this be real? | 
| 1355 Wild. By my hopes of peace 
I' th' other world, you have no injury: 

My plot was only to betray you to 
Love and repentance. | 
Pen. Be not troubled, sir; 
I am a witness of my cousin's truth ; 
And hope you'll make all e in renewing 
Your * to her. 
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Hax. Be wise, and no more words: 4 190 
Thou hast a treasure in thy wife; make much of has.” 
For any act of mine, she is as chaste 
As when she was new-born. Love, love her, Jock 
Mild. I am asham'd: pray give me all forgiveness. 
I see my follies——Heaven invites me gently 
To thy chaste bed. Be thou again my dearest : 
Thy virtue Shall instru&t me. Joy to all. 7 
Haz. These be love's miracles : a sprin * flow i in every 
bosom. : 499 
Barn. May ease, health, We attend you, udy! | 
Pen, From you, sir, tis a double compliment. Have 1 
your pardon, sir, for my refusal of the honour of your ne- 
phew's hand? 
Barn. Vou have. 2 TOE | 
Nepb. And mine too, 1 9 0 with thanks 10 the bargain, 
Mild. To-day I'll feast you all; and, wife, be this our 
bridal day: let us n may . with these our happy 
cousins. 
Mrs. Wild. My j joys are at their full 3 and; dear Penelope; / 
my heart o'erflows with love, delight, and gratitude. 510 
Pen. May I deserve yon friendship, and follow your ex- 
- ample ! 
Hax. Be witness, gentlemen, that wedded here, wedded for 
ever, I no more shall follow that fickle harlot Fortune 
I renounce my follies ; fly to peace, content, and loye, _ 


From riot, care, intemperance, and vice; 
And from the fountain-head of all—the dice. 
Sell. The sinner preaches, nee 5 but Rag, Jefures wil | 


make few penitents. | 55 bf 
Wild. I'm sorry for't=—— _ „ nk 
I own myself a convert to these truths, : | 


9 
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My prudent pilot, steers me safe through storms, 
And wish that you had felt em. This my pilot, 
Through rocks and quicksands, to a happier coast.: 


The syren's voice shall charm my ear no more; 
With jey I quit that treach*rous, fatal shore ; 
WW here a friend's ruin is by friends enjoy'd, 
And ev*ry virtue is by turns destroy d. 

© [Exeunt, 


EPILOGUE. 


| WRITTEN BY A FRIEND, 


And Spoken by Mrs. WII pine. 


MY conduct now will every mind employ, 
And all my friends, Dm ure, will wish me joy * 
*Trs joy indeed, and fairly worth the cost, 
Tove gain d the wand" ring heart I once had lost. 
Hold, says the prudich dame, with scornful sneer, 
1 must, sxweet madam, stop your high career; 
Where was your pride, your decency, your gente, 
To heep your husband in that strange suspense ? 
For my part, J abominate these scene 
No ends compensate for tuch odious means : 
To me, Im ure —but tis not fit to utter—— 
The wery thought has put me in a flutter ! 
Odious ! says Miss, of quick and forward parts; 
Had abe done more, abe d giv'n him his decerts - 
O, had the wwretch but been a spark of mine, 
By Fove, I should hade paid him in his coin. 
: Another critic ventures to declare, 
She thinks that cousin Pen has gone too far 
Nay, surely, abe has play d a generous part; 
A fair dissembler, with an honest heart. 
Would any courtly dame, in such a case, 
Solicit, get, and then reign the place? 
She knew, good girl, my husband”s reformation 
Was (what you'll ccarce believe) my only passion: 
And when your scheme is good, and smart, and clever 
Cousins have been convenient pertons ever. 


 EPILOGUE. g1 


With all your wisdom, madam, cries a wit, 

Had Pen been false, you had been fairly bit: 
*Tawas dangerous, Sure, to tempt her youth wwith sin; 
The knowing · ones are often taken in: | 
The truly good ne er treat with indignation 

A natural, unaffeted, generous passion; 

But with an open, liberal praise commend 

T hose means which gain'd the honourable end. 

Ye beauteous, happy fair, who know to bless, 
Warm'd by a mutual flame, this truth confess : 
That $hould wwe every various pleasure proves 

There's nothing like the heart of him wwe love. 


THE END. 
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"PROLOGUE. 


_— ä —— 
a * 9 — Ad. 44 OY _—_ 4 


SPOKEN BY un. HENDERSON 
To holy land, in superstition's day, 
N ben bare-foot pilgrims tred their weary ways 
By mother church's unremitting law 
Scourg d into grace, with shoulders red and raw 3 
Kneeling demure before the sacred shrine, | 
On the hard flint they begg d the boon divine; 
Pardon for what offentling flesh had done, 
And pity for the long, long course 3 d run, 
Fines, pains and penalties, gecurely part, 
Slow pac'd forgiventss met their prayer at lan, 
Full absolution From conceding Rome, 
CancelPd all ain, past, prevent, and fo come. 


Your oof thus prophanely led ade 
To range der tragic land. without 6 a guide, 
To pick perhaps, with no invidious aim, 
A few cast fallings from the tree of fame. 
Dams d, though untried, by the despotic rule 
O the nern doctors in detraction's schaol ; 
 Lash'd down each column of a public page, 
And driv'n oer burning ploughshares to the stage, 
Be-rhim'd and ridicul d with doggrel wit, 
Sues out a pardon from his Pope—the Pit. 
Pensive he stands, in penitential weeds, 
With a huge rosary of untold beads ; 
Sentenc d for past offtnces to rehearse, 
Ave Apollos to the God Verte; 
And sure there s no one but an author knows 
The penance, which an author undergoes. 


PROLOGUE», 


Py then your lock a few stripes wart, 


Let not your beadles lay them on too hard; 
For in the world there's nat a thing $0 thin, 
So full of feeling, as your Poets ain: 

What if, perchance, he enatch'd a playful kiss 


From that free hearted romp the Comic Miss; 


That frolick *s past, he's turn d to years of grace, 


And a young Sinner now supplies bis place. 
Sure you Il not grades a little ober chat 


With this demure, old, tabby, tragic cat; 


No charge lies here of conversation crim, - 
He hopes youll think her fame no worse for him. 


1 


1 


W. 


— — 


Dramatis Perſonat. 


DRURY-LANE, 


HazoLD, King of England, .- 
EpGan ATHELING, — — 

Earl Epwi x, — = Wm - 
Earl War Thxor, —- 


Earl of Mz c1a, Brother to Harold, 
Earl of NogTHUMBERLAND - 
S1IFFRIC, - - 8 
REGINALD = = - = 
RaymonnD, = af. 


Duncan, a Scottizh Seer, — 


MATILDA, 8 to Harold, | - 
EpwinA, =» 3 - 


SABINA, - - — 8 2 


= » Mr, Bensley. 


- Mr. Henderson. , 


- - Mr, Palmer. 
"Eng Mr . Brereton. 
Mr. Norris. 

A Mr. Aickin. 

- - Mr. F arren.s 
„Mr. Chaplin. 
- » Mr. Hurst. N 
-' - Mr. Chambers, 


5 - Mrs. Yates. 
„Mrs. Colles. 


Attendants on 8 LDA, o Foresters, e an various E 


Attendants, 
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THE BATTLE oF HASTINGS. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


The Outside of a ately ancient Cattle. J he Gate closed, and the 
Bugle in the Slings. mm. _ Break of Day. Enter Earl 


 Epwin. 


Edwin, 
Wu THER tis now the secret witching hour, 
When the smart imps work their malignant spells 
Unfriendly to man's health ; or that Heaven sends 
These warnings, these misgivings to forerun 
And harbinger some strange calamity, ; 
I know not: but there 's Something passing here 
Beyond the mind's conjecture ominous, 


Raymond eats from the Walls, 
* Ray. Stand! who goes there? 
Ed. A friend. ä 
Kay. May none but friends 10 
Approach these gates! what wakeful man art thou, | 
Whom busy care provokes thus early forth, | 
Ere the grey twilight glimmers in the east? 
Fa. Knoy'st thou not me; and needs there light for that ? 
Sounds not this voice familiar to thine cars 
Or have the darkling wizzards of the night 
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Confounded thy clear organs > Thee I know; 
Raymond, descend and open to thy lord. | | _ 
Ray. My lord, my master | [He disappears. 


Ed. [ Alone.) Venerable pile, | © 20 
Whose plain rough features show like e IM 
Cradle of loyalty from earliest time; 


Ve antique towers, courts, banner- bearing halls, 
Trophies, and tombs of my renown'd forefathers ; . 
And you, surrounding oaks, fathers and sons, 
And old, old grandsires, chroniclers of time, 
By which the forest woodman marks his tale: 

If fate will doom you to a Norman master, 
Farewell ! ye perish in your country's fall. 


Ray MOND comes out from the Castle. 
Kap. See, lord! your castle opens wide its arms, 30 
Your porters, warders, foresters shall rouse : _ | 5 
Herald, provoke the bugle: spread the joy. | 
[Herald goes to ound the bugle. 
Ed. What joy ?—forbear: there is no joy for Edwin. ; 
Ray. Are we then lost ; 1s Normandy viRorious ? 
Ed. No: in the swoln and pregnant womb of fate 
Lies the yet unborn hour.—Dismiss the herald, 
And gently close the gate.— | [Ray. cloes the gate. 
Ye, who have bosoms, | Fs 3 
Unscar'd by sharp vexation's thorny scourge, 
Sleep while you may. Tis; come hither, Raymond; 40 
Nay, I account thee as a friend be nearer : EL 
Pass'd all things quiet on thy watch this night 5 
Ray. All things were quiet. | 
Ed. Far, as well as near IT 
Wide as thine ear could carry—no Rs 3 ; 
Scouring the night no neighing at the gate? 


* 
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No trampling heard? no _— as of parties 
Met by assignment? 
Ray. Hah -in very truth 
To all these questions, no. 

Ed. I must believe thee; | 
The more I'm lost in wonder: but confess, 
At my last question wherefore didst thou start, 
And arch thy brow significantly? speak; | 
Thou may'st reveal thy thoughts. 

Ray. Nay, good my lord, 
My thoughts are little worth. 

Ea, I see thou *rt cautious, 
So let it pass—How fares our sister? blooms 
The rose of health fresh on in 8 em | 
As it was wont? 

Kay. It brightens as it blows. 15 

Ed. Ves, Raymond, she is fair; Heaven for the Sins - 
Of this offending country, made her fair; 
Oh, I had treasur'd up such mee mark, 
Edmund; the youth whom I have father d, he, 
Who in the beating surge of black despair, 
But for my saving arm, had sunk outright | 
And perish'd fathoms deep, last night i'th' camp, 
Soon as the guard had gone its stated round, 
Vaulted the trench like Perseus on his steed, 
Then fled, as if he'd overtake the wind, 
© Whither Heaven knows. 
Ray. Fled !—death to honour, fled 1 

Ed. Fled at this glorious crisis. Oh, it cuts 
My heart's best hope asunder ! 

. Ray. Heavenly vengeance 
O'ertake and strike him. | 

Ed, Peace! Vou must not curse him; 

| 1 | 
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Kay. Hah! wherefore not? 
Ed. Because—expett a wonder— 
Because he is thy king. 
Ray. Uphold me, Heaven! 
Za. Mine and thy king; of Alfred's line a Sw ; 


Edgar, call'd Atheling ; the rightful lord 


Of this ungrateful realm, which er Harold 
Audaciously usurps | 


Ray. What do I hear ? | 
Alas I thought him poor, an orphan yourh 
The child of hard mis fortune. 

Ed. Think so still, 


Or keep these thoughts untold. 


Ray. Had I known this, | ST 


1 would have serv'd him hourly on my knees: 
O noble sir, direct me where to seek him, 
How to restore him to these peaceful shades. 


ar 


£4, Not for the world; no, if we meet. again, 
Back to the English camp he shall repair; 


The scene of all his hopes: Oh such a form 


Of majesty with youthful beauty grac'd ! 

He was the soldier's idol; such a spirit 

Beam'd from his eyes, his presence like the sun 

Gladden'd beholders hearts. | 
Kay. I have a mistress, 


A young and beauteous lady 


Ed. Name her not, 
The source of all my shame: Shall it by Fork | 
That Edwin rais'd his sovereign to the irons, | 
Only to place a sister at his side ? EOS 


Perish the thought! Now learn a mighty secret 


Matilda loves him; Harold's matchless daughter 
Loves Edgar Atheling; her dower a kingdom: . 


Therefore no talk of Edmund and Edwina, 


Aa J. 


100 


110 
i 
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They meet no more. Now, Raymond, had I lodg'd 
My secret in a light and leaky bosom, 
Better my sword should rip it up at once 

And take it back again—But thou art honest. 


_ Ray. You were not wont to doubt me. 7 OY 
Ea. Nay, I will not. 
-Hah! whatis this ? who bade this music forth? 120 
5 [Clarinets at a distance. 


Ray. My lord, I know not. 

Ed. Whence proceeds it? Mark. 

Ray. If my ear fail not, from the beachen grove, 
West of king Alfred's tower. | | 

Ed. Lead to the place. | N 


Enter EDOAR with Foresters bearing Clarinets. 


ag! Now breathe a strain, if your rude stops will let you, 
Soft as a lover's sigh—Nay, you *re too loud | 
Mark, where you've rous'd the gentle sleeping deer. 
Fellows, ng pgs ; away I—Edwina! | 
COT e at a window, 
"Faw. Ed 4 130 
Oh, I have suffered a long age of eerie; 
Zag. Come then and make these few short moments blest. 
Eau. How shall I come? Tear down these iron bars 
And leap into thine arms? What shall I do? 
Fag. | [Gees to the castle gate and diicowers it to be i agen 
By all my hopes, the castle _ is open; 
Descend ; be swift! 
Ew. As thine own thoughts. [ She disappears. 
Edag. [ Aloe.) O love! | | | 
Small elf, who by the glow-worm's twinkling light, 
Fine fairy-finger'd child, can slip the bolt, 140 
While the cramm'd warden snores, this is thy doing. 
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Lo, where she comes, so breaks nee forth, 
FN n and breathing odours : 


| | 4 EDWI nA. 
9 thou. trembler! . | 

Rest on my faithful benen fairest, tell me, g 
Still dost thou love? speak, is thine Edmund welcome p : 

Za. Is the sun welcome to the wakeful eyes 
Of the wreck'd mariner, when o'er the wayes 
| The long expected dayspring of his hope, | 
Mounts in the worship'd east—But why comes Edmund 1 an 

Thus wrapt in darkness at this secret hour 5 
As to a guilty meeting ? 7 ne 
Edg. Tis the hour 
Sacred to love and me, ere noisji labour - 
Wakens the sun, while yet the fairy elves 
Dance in their dewy rounds; the silent hour | 
Before the lark her shrill- ton'd matins sings, 
Or morning issues from the nuptial east, 
And to the bosoms of the nursing hours 
The new-born day commits: It is the hour by 160 
When every flying minute should be wafted | 
Back to the skies on downy wings of love. | 
Eau. Away, your words affrights me; you comfort 
With mad ambition, Edmund; and your love 
So gentle once, is like the wars you follow, 
Fiery and fierce, + 8 
Eag. Instruct me in thy wishes; 
Tell me what love should be. 

Edw. Love should be pure, 12 | „ 
Harmless as pilgrims kisses on the * wits ls 2 
Of virgin martyrs ; holy as the thoughts 
| FX Saints, when angels borer o'er mem 
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Harmonious, gentle, saft; such love should be, 
The zephyr—not the whirlwind, of the soul. 
| Eag. Yes, but my love, like never-ending ti time, 1 | 
Will neither be determin'd, nor describ'd. „„ 
The poet by the magic of his song | = 
Can charm the list*ning moon, ascend the _— 
And in his airy and extravagant flight 
Belt wide creation's round ; yet can he never 180 
Invent that form of words to Speak my passion. 
Edw. If such your passion, why this secret meeting; 
Why talk of silent hours? Let earth and heaven / 
Look on and witness to your love l so truth, © _ 
So nature speaks I know no other language. 
Eag. Oh, that the throne of this proud realm were mine! 
That I may say before the applauding world; 
Ascend, my lovely bride, and be a queen. | 
Edw. A queen! what idle dreams perplex thy akon 
Are there no blessings for the poor and humble? 190 
ag. Yes, but a brother's curse— -- . 
Edw. A brother's curse 
Doth he not love thee, wait upon thee anal 
Talk of thee ever, bend down his proud spirit 
Ev'n to a vassal's homage ? Nay, by heaven, 
With an idolatry of soul he loves thee ! 
And shall he not applaud me for my choice? 
Lag. He will renounce thee, hate thee for thy choice. 
Edw. Away, Pll not believe it: hate ! renounce ! 


It cannot be; hence, with this dark reserve, 200 


If thou know'st aught, which honour should nafold; 
I do conjure thee, speak s though late, W | 
Eag. By APES thy brothers 6 ag Wo, of 2. . 


Ener Epwan haztil bh. 
Id. Are you found, young sir? 
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O shame, shame, shame I Ts this the friend, the hero? 
Have I deserv'd this from you * : 
Eag. If to love. 
The best, the fairest of ws sex is base, 
Vile and ungrateful; if it be a sin 
Morning and eve to name her i in my prayers, 
I am of all most guilty. 

£4. You abuse 

The weakness of a fond angered etl; 
Parlying in secret by the moon's pale beam: 
The tenderest flower that withers at the breeze, 
Or, if the amorous sun but steal a kiss, 
Drops its soft head and dies, is not more frail 
Than maiden reputation; tis a mirror 
Which the first sigh defiles. 

Eag. Look at that form; 

With all thy cold philosophy survey it, 
And wonder, if thou can'st, why I adore. 

Ed. Away, nor vex my too, too patient spirit 
With this fond rhapsody : Hence, and to horse! 
Buckle afresh your glittering armour on; 
For England, not Edwina, now demands you. 
By your thrice-plighted oath I do conjure you, 
By all the world calls honest, by your hopes, 
Come to the camp; if you return not with me, 
The sun, which rises yonder in the east, 

Goes not more surely to his pag grave 
Than I to mine. 

Edg. Lo, I obey your summons, 

Fierce flinty warrior l in yon beachen grore 
Stands my caparison'd and ready steed; 
There on the trunk, whose living bark records 

My lov'd Edwina's name, hangs up my sword, 
My mailed corslet, and my plumed crest, 


AJ. 


220 


230 
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with all the proud apparel of the war: c 
When I am furnish'd, I shall court admittance 240 


To this fair presence and implore a smile, 


As my last parting boon; which if obtain'd, 


Nor spells, nor talismans shall be so potent 
To shield my bosom in the bleeding field, 


As the sweet magic of Edwina's eyes. 


Edw. If thou hast love or pity in thy ne 


Return, and tell the rest. 


Eag. O death, to part! Sg” : | [ Exit. 
Eqdw, Now, stern admonisher, I see my fate, 
And 1 will bear it with what grace I can; 250 


Not lightly, as philosophers prescribe 
To others, when themselves are well at ease, 
But deeply, feelingly, as one should do, 
Whose heart by nature and by love made soft; 
With sorrow and unkindness now is rent! 
Eq. You love and you avow it—righteous heaven! 
What is there in the scope of human means, 
Which my providing foresight hath not summon'd 
To fence off this destruction? Lost Edwina ! 


HFath not thy brother, like a faithful pilot, 260 


Sounded this dang*rous coast, where rocks and shallows 
Wait for the wreck of honour's costly freight? 


HFave I not pointed to the baneful quarter, 


Whence cold and blasting disappointment blows 


Withering thy beauty's bloom ? 


Edw. Thou hast, my brother, 
Thou hast done all that man could do to save me, 
But Heaven is over all. 

Ea. When last we parted, 


Thou helpless orphan—what was then my caution ? 270 


Edo. You caution'd me against unwary love: 
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You warn'd me how I: listen'd, how I look'd, 
Twas a vain warning; I had look'd and listen'd, 
And whilst I open'd my weak heart to Nye 
I let in love withal. | | 

Ed. You let in madness. 

| Edw. Did you not pity ? We 
Unus'd to weep, turn fountains as they gaz d 
Did you not love ? Your very soul was Edmund's; ; > 
T know you ?ll call it friendship—50 did I, 
But find too late *twas love. 

Ed. Call it despair—— 
For hope it must be never; call it death, 
Sure some malignant planet rul'd thy birth, 
And thou art doom'd to nothing but disaster: 


Three nights and days thy widow'd mother travail'd 


With fruitless pangs, the fourth succeeding morn 
She blest her new- born murderer and expir d 
Then, as tis said, my father's shade did ee at 
Then on the western tower the ominous nr 
Scream'd at mid-day, the faithless misletoe 
From its maternal oak untwin' d its arms. 
And dropt without a blast. 
Edw. No more; but strike l 
Mine is the crime to he belov'd; by -Edround : 


Draw forth thy sword and strike it to my heart—— — 


That rebel heart, which will nat be commanded: 
But, spite of death and Edu in dares to _ 
Why dost thou pause ?- 
Ed, Strike to thy best! Mes | 
Not if an angel visibiy descended, 
And bade me give the blow. | 
- Edw. Wilt thou not kill me? 


Ei. By hiav'a; I would not harm thee to be lor | 


Of sea and earth. 


1 8a 
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Eaau. Then take me to thine arms, 

For still thou lov'st me; still thou art my brother. 
Ea. I am thy brother still; and hold thy love 
Dearer than relicks of departed saints, / 8 | 
Richer than hoarded piles of worship'd gold ; 816 
Come then and seek content in some calm dwelling, | 
Some silent convent from the world withdrawn, 

Where prayer and penance make atonement sure, 

Where meditation communing with Heaven 

Shall sooth the rebel passions into peate, 

Refine the soul and conquer love itself. £ 

Edw. Talk not of cells and convents; I am Edmund's. 

Ed. Thou must forget the very name of Edmund. 

Edau. His very name! why, for what cause ? declare. 
Ea. There is a cause, a cause approv'd by Heaven, 320 
And crown'd with deathless glory: search no farther ; 

This hour he parts; return thou to thy regt—— — | 
When next we meet, thou shalt applaud and thank me. 
Go, go, Edwina—nay—it must be so. [ Exit, 

Edw. Why then it shall be so: let him to battle; | 
Tear us asunder I can only die; | 
When I am gone, his fame shall be n 
So when the bleak and wintry tempest rends 

The mantling ivy from the worship'd sides 

Of some aspiring tower, where late it hung; 336 
The stately mass, as with a sullen scorn, 5 
From its proud height looks down upon the wreck, 

And disencumber'd from its feeble guest, 

Bares its broad bosom and defies the storm. 


Enter Eben; armed as for Battle. 
Eag. Alone! O happy chance! at _ fond bidding 


Obedient I return. 
C 


* 
Ss 
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Ed. Hah! what art thou? | 

Edg. Dost thou not know me? Am I not t thine Edmund ? 
Edw. Away ! tis lost—I must forget that name. 

Eag. Coin what new name thou wilt: let me be any thing, 

So *tis but what you love, I shall be happy. 341 
Eda. Are these the soft habiliments of love? | 

This high proud plumage, these blood-stained arms ? 

Go to the mistress whom you serve, ambition; 

And talk no more of love. 
ag. By Heaven I love thee 

More than the sun-burnt earth loves soft'ning showers, 

More than new-ransom'd captives love the day ; 

Or dying martyrs, breathing forth their souls, 

The acclamations of whole hosts of angels. | 350 
 Edw. Why then leaves Edmund what so well he loves ? 
ag. But to return more worthy of that love; 

Can I, oh tell me! can thine Edmund sleep 

In these calm haunts, whilst war's insulting shout 

Fills the wide cope of heaven, and every blast, 

That through this solitary forest howils, 

Wafts to my ear my country's dying groans? 

- Edw. If groans can move thee, why so deaf to mine? 
Mysterious youth, or now at once resolve me, Zh 
Or now for ever go ; who, and what art thou ? 360 
Why does my brother wrest thee from my sight? | 


And why with that stern brow am I commanded 


(Vain, fruitless mandate) to forget my Edmund, 

Forget thy very name and that dear hour, | e 
When first he brought thee to these happy scenes? 3 1 
What tender charges did he then i impose ! | | 

How did his tongue run over in thy praise, 
Till, honouring Edmund for a brother's sake, 
1 soon perceiy'd I loy'd him for his own. 


— 
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Edg. Oh, there is such persuasion in thy looks, 370 
I shall forget myself and tell thee all ! 

Edw. *Twas then that Edmund told us thou wast-sprung 
From the best blood which England's isle could boast ; 
He said that thou wast Edgar's nearest friend, 

That with his crown thy fortunes had been lost ; 
Bade us revere thee, love thee as the king, 

For that so close an union knit your _ 
Edgar and thou were one. 

Zag. And truth he told, | | 
For I am Edgar: I am England's king: 2 380 

Edw. King ! thou the king ! "5: nt { 08 

Ezg. Be constant==I am Edgar. 

| Edu, [ After a pause he Sinks upon her knees.] The Heavens 

confirm your right, and build your fortune 


' To its deserved greatness!. on my knees 


I beg a blessing on you, but for pity 
Mock me no more, it is not noble in you, 
And tortures my poor heart. 
Eag. Hear me, Edwina—— - 
Edæu. Fly me, disown me, leave me to my „ fate; 
Zag. No, by this fond embrace I swear to live 390 
For thee alone; when I forsake Edwina, | 
Let me be chronicled to latest ages 
For vile and false. Remember'd in thy Prayers, 
As with impenetrable armour fene d, 


Fearless 1 part; fairest and best farewell! 


May each good spirit of the night and day 
Watch W thee RE England and Edwina ! 2 
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40 JI. SCENE 1. 


The Englich Camp. The Royal Tent with the Banners 7 
|  Haroty unfurled. Euter nick and EDwIX. 


| Edavin. 
Evo MUND, your ateed i is feather-footed; light «Let on 

As gossamour; and you, methinks, did ride, 
As you d o' ertake the couriers of the sky, 
| Hors'd on the sightless winds ; the camp yt Sleeps ; N 
We have outstript the hour. 5 | 

Edg. Mark, Edwin, mark, 1 
How lovingly the strumpet winds A | 
These flaunting banners of the earl of Kent: 
Teach me some patience—Q, ye ministring storms 
Where did you sleep, while usurpation ou”; 10 
To this proud height??? 6 
Zd. No eee a ett i 
Vou are a subject here. 3 t 0 RE 
Ede. King Edmunds heir, N e 
Can he be subject to Earl Goodwyn's son $i 
If thou would*st teach that We sluice these veins 
And let out Alfred's blood. RE 

Ea. You are too loud: 5 
Here comes Northumberland, a a spirit, 


Which fourscore winters have not yet —— % 
I pray you, though he be your house's fore 
Bear yourself gently tow'rds him, twill be wisdom. / 


Enter NorTHUMBERLAND, SIFFRIC, WaLTazor, and abort. 
Norib. The king not forth yet ! Oh, it is the soul 
Of discipline to harness with the sun: | 
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Canst thou not, Siffric, call to mind the day 


When with a handful of Northumbrian kerns 
I foil'd the king of Scots on Tweeda's brink ? 
Sif. Twas on Saint Jude betimes. 
North. The grey-ey'd morn 
Laugh'd to behold: the vaunting sluggard fly, 30 


As we did hollow him with hunter's cries 
Back to his native wilds. Soft, who are these? 


The faction of young Edgar: said you not 


These men had fled the camp But see where comes 


Mercia, the princely brother of our king. 


Enter Earl of Mr RCIA with Attendants. 


Mer. Warriors, well met : health and a happy morn T 
And may the sun, which dances on your plumes, 
Still with new glories gild your conquering brows ! 
The king not yet abroad ! still on his knees 
For his dear people's sake. How wears the day? - 40 
North. Prince, till our royal leader shall come forth 
There is no day: let him once.sound to battle, | 
On piles of Norman slain we Il build him altars 4 


_ High as Olympus; in the battle's shout 


We'll chaunt our morning oraisons so loud, 


That heaven's high vault shall echo with the peal. 


ag. How W rs HR we are! Heaven's ae 
guard us, | 


And keep off the old adage! - 


Zd. Be more patient, 
And let his humour pass. 

Eag. Hang him, vain dotard, 
I sicken at his folly. 

© Eads See! the REY 
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(7 he curtain of the tent is suddenly drawn off, and King 
Harold appears he comes forward.) 
Har. Nobles, all hail. O sight of joyful hope 
For suffering England! patriot band of worthies 
Confederate by the holiest league on earth 
To the best, dearest cause: how say you, friends— 
Stand your hearts with us for immediate battle 
Do they all beat to the same martial measure, | 
And shall we forth at once? 60 
North. Forth ! Strike the drums; | 
Seize your bright spears, my gallant countrymen, 
And let us drive these hungry wolves before us 
Home to their howling forests. 
Har. Valiant chiefs, | 7 
| You hear Northumberland renown'd in arms: 
ls there amongst us one who would incline 
To measures of more caution ? | 5 
Sif. My dread liege, * 
Well hath Northumberland advised for battle; 70 
Of friends - of fame abandon'd be the man, | f 
Who checks the warriors ardour and imposes 
Vile coward fears beneath the mask of caution. 
Ed. I must confess my reason is not caught 
By empty sounds, nor can I give my voice 
For rash, intemperate, and immediate battle: 
The foe, dread sir, is Sixty thomand strong, 
By hardy warriors led and train'd to arms: 
Snatch your bright spears, cries bold W 
And chase these wolves— Alas, these wolves have nga, 80 
And will not fly for words. . e 
Nerth. Now by my life W 
Edwin, thy heart is not with England's cause. ; 
Edg. Not with his country's cause Northumberland, 
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Wert thou as great as pagan Hercules, 
And I no better than thyself, old man, : 
Ev'n such a wither'd, palsied thing as thou art, 
Yet would I tell thee to thy teeth, *tis false ; 
As wide as lowest hell stands off from heaven, 
So do thy words from truth. | 

Sf. Who talks of truth? 
Where was your truth last night, when, like a spy, 
Darkling alone, and as you hoped, unseen, 
You leapt the trench and fled ? 

ag. Set out the lists 
Life against life, and see if I can fly, 

Thou dastardly reviler. 
Har. Peace! and hear me; 

Why hast thou left our camp ? where and with whom 

Didst thou consume the night ? 

Eag. Are there no hours, 
Amidst a soldier's life, sacred to love, 
To friendship, to repose ? I am no traitor 
Nor this my noble friend; let it suffice 
I come a voluntary friend to claim 
The privilege of my progenitors, 
And die for England. 
_ . North, Perish he who would not ! 
This is the friend, my liege, of out-law'd Edgar, 
Of whom report prevails that he now harbours 
1 Somewhere within this realm; let him be question'd, 


Har. Not for another empire. O, Northumberland, 


By gentle habits let us draw men's hearts, 

And bind them to us not enforcedly, 

But lovingly and freely—Hark, our trumpet ! 
Welcome, brave Reginald - what says the Norman | 
To our defiance ? 7 
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: Enter Rzcinauy,. | 


Reg. Thus he. bids me say, 
To-morrow with the sun he will expect you 
Army gainst army on the plains of Hastings. 120 
Har. Hear ye this, lords? Oh turn upon the foe ; 
Those eyes that interchange their angry fires. 
Shall it be so, brave friends? What says Lord Edmund? 
Eag. There is my gage: to-morrow be our witness 
Who ventures fairest in his ng 8 nn | 


Edmund or Siffric. 


Ea. When we're call'd to arms 
For England's safety, private feuds should cease, 
And every son unite in her defencgtcee. 
Har. Oh, let us bring one heart to this great cause; z 130 
Thus banded, who shall break us? To your posts 
As friends and soldiers; let dissentions die, 
Learn silence of the foe, 9 good watch. 


So farewell all ? Edmund [I [Exeunt Lords, 
 Edg. What wills the King? gg / 
Har. Stand at my side: an, thou could's love me, 

Edmund, 1 


As well as thou loy'st Edgar: Why dost eye me 
As thou would'st measure me from heel to head ? 
I never did thee wrong: If thou hast sorrows, | i 
Give them to me; I'm loaded hard with cares 140 
For I'm a King; thine is a private lot, en 
Thou may'st be free and happy. Gallant earl, EY 
| Wilt thou commit thy noble charge to me? lad. alto. oi 
I would be private with him.. | „„ 
Ed. Royal sir, | T 
| The interest I have a bids hin | 
Edmund remember | 
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Har. Follow me. | 5 
| £4. Beware. [ EFxeunt Har. and Edg. 
[4s Edw. is going out, Wal. who had waited in the back 
Scene, calls to him.] 
Wal. Turn, noble Edwin look upon a hk + 60 
Ed. A friend, Lord Waltheof ? 
Wal. Have you then forgot 
How oft in early youth on Avon's banks 
We wak'd the echoes with our rural sports? 
Have you forgot our mutual binding oath 
To royal Edgar's cause? Ev'n now my heart 
True to its former fires, expanded swells | 
And labours with a second birth of love. 
Ed. Where was your oath on that lamented day, 
When Severn's streams ran purple with the blood 160 
Of Edgar's murder'd friends? Where was your love, 
When at the side of stern Northumberland, - 
You frown'd defiance at me? Art thou not 
The veriest courtier that e'er pag'd the heels 
Of pride-swoln majesty ? 
Wal. Were I the wretch, 
So supple to ambition's sordid use, 
So abje& as thou mak'st me, what forbids 
But I should seize the lucky instant, fly | | 
To the abus'd ear of the king and tell him 170 
Ed. What would'st thou tell him? 
Wal. What! that Edmund is— 
But for the world I will not damn my honour : 
Live Edgar but 'till Waltheof shall _ kim; | 
And he must be immortal. 
Es. Art thou faithful? | 
May 1 believe thee ? Oh, if thou betray'st him; 
Hell hath not torments dire enough to plague thee. 
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Wal. Come, I am in thy bosom Learn a truth ; 
This young Minerva, whom our English Jove 180 
Leads to his wars—Matilda—shall be Edgars. | 

Ed. Come to. my heart; I do believe thee loyal 
And noble as I've known thee. 

Wal. Why she loves him 
To fascination ! 

Ed. Art thou sure of that? 

Wal. Have I sight, hearing, do I live and Wakes? | 
Fer very soul is Edmund's. 

Ed. Grant she loves, 

Can we be sure that he returns her love? 190 

Wal. Does the sun warm the bosom that he shines on? 

So must her beauty, Edgar: Mark my projet 
The King to superstition much inclines ; 
Peering in musty prophesies and fables; 

Consulting with astrologers and seers, 

Divines and interpreters of dreams, 

Omens and prodigies. | _ 

Ea. "Tis ever thus (3 
When the mind's ill at ease. e 

Wal. There is at hand ; 200 
An ancient soothsayer of Scottish birth, | 
Duncan his name; ev'n such a man, 80 white 
And reverend with age, as might impose | 
Credulity upon the wariest him 
By the enthusiastic monarch deem'd 
Oracular, will I dispose to speak . n 
Of Edgar and his ee 5 Kg | 42] 

Ed. Break off; behold _ $995 54 Sf 
The princess comes. | OI ES» 

Wal. Look, Edwin, what a form 210 
Of pensive majesty ! Mark'd you that sighzg 
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Those eyes, love's oracles? Poor stricken deer, 
The shaft is in thy heart! | | | 
Ed. Let us withdraw. [ Exeunt.: 


Enter Ma TIL DA, and Attendants. dCume, 


Mat. Soldiers, retire your charge extends no farther—— 
Sabina ! | Bees. [The Guards 20 off. 
Sab. What commands, my gracious lady ? 
Mat. You told me on the way you had a suit; 
What can my faithful handmaids ask in vain ? 
Sab. *Tis for a stranger, not ourselves, we _ 
A virgin suitor of no vulgar mein, 220 
But fair in speech and feature, one who bears 
The port and semblance of illustrious birth, 
Tho? sorrow-struck and waining with despair. 
Mat. Have you denied her aught ? Ah, if you have; 
Or have demur'd, me and yourself you've wrong'd 
And forfeited Heaven's love: What is her suit? 
Sab. In these rude times protection and eee 
Into our happy number. 
Mat. Bring her to me. SE IE tb all bur Sub. 
Sabina, stay; there's pity in thine eye, 230 
If this poor stranger can provoke these drops, 
My griefs will drown thee quite. 
Sab. Alas, what would'st thou ? = 
Mat. What would I ? be the poorest thing on earth, 
Poorer than her whose miseries you weep for, 
Be any thing so I were free withall: 
Then might I see him, wait upon him, watch 
And pay him hourly worship. On our way 
As I did meet the king, and bent my knee, 
As is my morning'custom—why, Sabina, 5 240 
When I discover'd standing at my side | 
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Young Edmunds bright and blooming form before me, 
Why did my heart, as with a sudden lea. 
Spring to my trembling lips and stop my tongue, 
That would have beg'd a blessing ? Every sense 
Revolted from it's office; my *rapt soul 
Fled at my eyes; I fainted, sunk, and fell. | 
Sab. Ah, fatal chance, that ever you should see on 5 
Mat. Deeper and deeper sinks the mortal shaft; 
My bosom's peace is lost. Once I was happys © 5 
Clear and serene my life's calm current ran, 
While scarce a breezy wish provok'd its tide; 
Down the smooth flood the tuneful passions fell 
In easy lapse and slumber'd as they pass'd; 
Now what a change is wrought! O love, in age 
Thou art indeed a child, in power a god. 
How now eee We this ? 


Enter eke . 1. Ladies zern, 8 Train. 


Sab. You have forgot, 

The maid we spoke of. art} 
Mat. Pray you pardon me . . 860 
unser approach and fear not. I can see viren 
Thou art not us'd to ask, and yet thy looks 
Plead most enforcingly : If thou dost need 
Such shelter as these humble coverings e., 
Here in the rear of danger thou ne Ag base 
And join thy prayers to our's. . 


4 


Edww. Thanks, noble lady. | n 
In yon' fair vale; while PRAM was a I PREY 
One only brother cheer'd my orphan state 
And rich in flocks and herds, serene we 1d: 127 
Him, the support and solace of my life, wont Ken e 
Stern duty's iron hand hath wrested boom . e 
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And somewhere in this mighty camp he wars. 
What was for me deserted and forlorn ? 

With one old faithful servant forth 1 come, 

Led slowly on through unfrequented paths 

To her, whose fame is bruited thro? the land, 
Whose gentleness and pity climb Heaven' s court, 
Like an accepted sacrifice, 


Mat. No more, 280 
Praise undesery'd, what is it but reproach ? | 
This maid would seem less noble than she is, . [ 4doider 
How must I call thee, strange x | 

Edw. Athelina. | 


O Heavenly God of truth, be not extreme 
With thine offending creature, but W 
Necessity my plea. [ Aide. 
Mat. Fair Athelina, | | 
Such welcome as these angry. times allow, 
| Freely thou hast: Our's is no life of ease; 290 
We must awake before the morning's dawn, 
Or look to have our slumber broke to-morrow. 
When these vast armies which thou see'st shall join, 
Rending Heaven's concave with their rival shouts 
In terrible confliction—— | | 
Edw. Power supreme! | | 
Whose words can bid the gath'ring clouds ene 
And chain the stubborn and contentious winds, .- 
When they unseat the everlasting rocks | 
And cast them to the sky; wilt thou permit | | yoo 
Thy creature man thus to deface thy works ? = 
Or is he stronger andin less control 
Than these fierce elements ? 
Mat. Banish complaint, 
Take hope into my heart, and every thought 
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Drive far away, that can infect the mind 
With fear's unnerved ague. Tis the cause, 
The cause which sanctifies the warrior's zeal; 
It is our country's just maternal'claim '' | 
On all her sons to fight in her defence. _ 525940 
Eau. I will not whisper to the babbling winds ö 
My ill-tim'd fears, but hush them in my breast, 
And smile on sorrow, tho* my sad heart brekkx. 
Mat. Ah, am not Ta woman like thyself ? 
Doth thy heart tremble for a brother's life, 
And shall a father's plant no care in mine? 
What hast thou more at stake, unless e | 
Thy flock and herds in yon” sequester'd vale, 
Thy peaceful calm content outweighs a crown. | 
ad. Ah, Edmund, Edmund ! why did'st they” forrake me? 
Mat. Whom dost thou name ? + 321 
'  Edw. I pray you pardon me. 
The sad remembrance of an absent , 
Drew after it a short unheeded __ 

The last which J will atter. e 5 on | 141 
Mar. Much I fear + aide Aika zahn est worth 
Thou hast untold — ny 2 A bas 
Which swell that bosom and provoke those Sighs. EET 

| But, come, thy tender frame demands repose,' © 


And these kind friends will lead thee to their tents. 330 


To-morrow, virgins, we must teach our — 
A loftier strain, and to the sounding _ ly" crart 
With songs of victory hail the rising morn. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


 _ ES 


| Scene as before. Enter EDwiN and WALTHBOF, 


Waltbeof. 


Lo, he hath dropt the curtain of his tent, 


Which tokens privacy: Duncan is there; 


I've arm'd the fiery zealot for the charge, 


With all the stars of heaven at his command, 
To rouse the sleeping conscience of the king: 
That done, my turn succeeds to mount the breach 
Where superstition enter'd—whelm his soul 


With Edgar's wrongs ; and then twixt hope and fear 


Fix this fair project. „ 
Ed. Oh beware, Lord Waltheof !— | 10 
In Edgar's veins runs the last hallow'd stream 


Of Royal Alfred's blood. 


Wal. What can defeat us ? 6 
Matilda's passion makes our purpose sure; 
And for the u hark, he's coming forth lee. 


Duncan comes hari out of the Tent, followed Hako D. | 


Har. Stay, Duncan, stay 

Dun. Let me come forth. 

Har. Oh, speak, 
Oh answer me this once, i ser ! 
Shall we go forth and conquer? 20 

Dun. Man of sin, | s 
Conquer thyself, take arms e . 
Drive that invader from thy heart. then talk 
Of setting England free. 

Har. What is my sin? 
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Dun. And dost thou ask ? was it a trivial thing 

From this fair vineyard to thrust out the heir, 

And rule by spoil and rapine? | 

Har. I have sinn'd ; 


Yet Ive not slain him; still young Edgar Hows, 30 
Dan. Lives he, and dost thou rg ?—Tho' thou shouldst 
bribe | 


Legions of holy men to weary Heaven 

Early and late with never-ceasing prayers, 

Vain were their suit. Now mark me— All —_ bs 

From setting to the rising sun I watch'd, 

And on my aged knees put up loud prayers 

And frequent, for this helpless country's saxe - 

Har. Heaven grant thy n bay, m_ e the 

signs? 

Dun. Ev'n i in that moment when the midnight kw 
Pint was pois'd, and yesterday expir'd, _ 40 
On the left shoulder of the northern bear 1 
Thy natal star arose ! rayless and dim 
And watery pale the horoscope appear d, 

While from the threat' ning east the hostile Moon 

Push'd thee with adverse horns, red-mail'd Mars 

Flam'd in his planetary house, and scouPd 

With stellar rage askaunt. | 
Har. Disastrous signs! 

What shall I do? | eh 
Dun. Repent! ' - „ 50 
Har. With heart abash'd, ee Las ; 5 

Vader 2s each atoieiiboweny hens, Et e by tf 

To Heaven's rebuke and thine What more? Qs mark 1 . 

Dun. Fight not till Edgar's found - j 

Har. Till Edgar's found? 

But when and where ? proceed. 
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Dun. Thou hast a daughter 

I can no more Who follows shall expound; 

What he shall counsel, that pursue and prosper | [Exit Dun. 
Har. Fight not till 1 found 1.80 much is 

perfect: 60 

© Thou hast a daughter” —there the prophet ceas'd : 

© Who follows shall expound'—=Thus I am left 

This is thy fruit, ambition; thus it seem 

Possessions by ill deeds obtain'd, by worse 

Must be upheld or lost; such league and concord 

Things vicious hold, that trespassing in one, EY 

We must offend in all; woe then to him, | 

Who from his neighbour's heap purloins a grain, 

Vea but one grain; with such swift consequence 

Crime follows crime, that none shall dare to say, 70 

This and no more ib. | 


Enter WALT HRO eee by e 5. 


al. Thus Israel's monarch stood. 

With eyes so wedded to the pensive earth, 

When at the fable's close his conscience smote him, 
While the stern messenger of God IP 
Thou art the man. 

Har. Waltheof! 

Val. What would my liege? 

Har. Approach, in truth thou *rt welcome. I have Seen 
The old divinin g hermit, whom we met 20 
Upon the eve of Standford's bloody day, | no 
When Halfager with his Norwegian bands, 
And traitrous Tosti fell beneath our swords. 2 

Wal. And gives he victory still ? 

Har. Atonement now 

, + 
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Is all his theme, and ere for wrongs 
To Edgar done. 
. Wal. Hence with such idle A ! 
What are the visions of the cloyster'd monk, 
The hermit's phrenzy, or the coward calls 
Of black*ning conscience to ambition's charms ? 


Har. Ambition's charms ! Accursed be the hour 
When first they caught my weak unwary heart! 


Full in my view the stately phantom stood, 
| Her nature charm'd me, and the dazzling height 


Fir'd my young blood! I sprung to her embrace; 


The distance vanish'd, and the steep ascent 
Sunk at the touch; she with dissembling smiles 
And meretricious glances met my joys; a 5 
| Upon my head she plac'd a kingly crown; 
But in the moment drew a poniard forth, 

And plung'd it in my heart. 

Wal. Ah! who shall envy A 
Another's greatness : call another blest, IO 
When thus a king complains? 
Har. I tell thee, Waltheof, 
Had I the world at will, I'd yield it up 
To be at peace with Heaven. 

Wal. Alas, my liege! 


Are there no gentler terms of peace with bind | 


Methinks but I offend perhaps, and rant 

On too high matters 

Har. I conjure thee speak: 3 

My doom is on thy lips: is hon alone qi ; 

That can expound my fate. has 
Wal. Wouldst thou atone _ 

For wrongs to Edgar done, and purge thy — 

For its contracted guilt - thou hast — 


Al III. 


100 


110 


Will all come in- 
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Har. Proceed 
Nor rack me with suspense. 
Val. Thou hast a daughter 

Har. What follows? — there the pepe . 
Mal. And need I add the rest? Edgar—Matilda— 
How those soft names unite ! there 's music in them, 

Might make the angriest star in heaven propitious., 
Har. Join them? espouse them ?—ls it thus you counsel ? 
Wal. If thus it please thee ; think it else a sound, 
Which dies and is forgot. | 
Har. Come to my bosom 3; 1 8 
Thy voice to me is as the voice of Heaven: 130 
It shall be so; Edgar shall wed Matilda; 
My darling child sure will obey and bless me. 
Men's hearts shall be mine own; these factious lords 


120 


* 


IV al. Duncan shall chide no more — 
Har. My country shall be sar'd but where is Edgar? 
Now by the virgin mother of our lord, 

A bow shall not be bent against the foe, 

Nor a stone vollied from the slinger's arm 8 

Till Edgar shall be found. "+ 
Wal. Then ere the star | 

Of evening shall arise, expect him here. 
Har. May I believe thee ? | 
Wal. If I bring him not, 


Let my head answer. 


Har. I am whole again: 
Now ] have divination on my side; 
Fight not, the prophet cried, till Edgar 's found. 
Lo! he is found, I may both fight and conquer. 
©, Waltheof, I do surely think that God 150 f 
Io wise and holy men sometimes reveals 
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A portion of his councils : Here we part 
1 to Matilda you in search of Edgar; | „ 
Whom if you bring, I live but to reward you. [Exir. 
Mal. Thus do I ever make all men my own, | 
And still conforming to these changeful times, 
Like ancient Janus double-fac'd, at once 
Pw the eee the nee * 


Enter Epwi N 


Welcome; brave lord, rais'd by the Brest hand 
In England's isle your prince ascends the throne; 160 
Harold by Duncan's holy art prepar d N 
With greedy joy adopts the royal youth. 11 
Ea. Thanks, powerful superstition; this atones 
For all che mischief thou hast wrought-on earth ! 
Wal. Now in this awful interim whilst dread 
And trembling expectation hangs on all. 
O, let us bring the light of England forth! 
So shines the day-star out, after rude storms 
Have shook the palsied night, and high in air . 
Hangs forth his glittering lamp to cheer the world, 170 
At sight whereof the guilty waves subside, . 
And the vext spirits of the deep dizperse. 
Ed. Would'st thou disclose _ el 
Wal. Else all is lost: 
Vain is our hopes, our reconcilement 2 | 
The battle 's lost, and England is no more. 
Ed. Let me reflect. —Suppose that I e de 2 


— 


His passion for Edwin 5 : 1 92 [ Avide. 
Nor for an 2 acruphe cast away e 3 180 


I he sacred moments, upon which . : 
All that is dear, our king's, ouricountry'sfate, _ 
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Fame, virtue, freedom, all that we esteem 
Beneath the skies, all we expect above. 
Ea. Go. To thy charge, O Waltheof, I commit 
The fate of Edgar and of England: Go! | 
Yet stay—resolve me, hast thou weigh'd the danger ? 
Hast thou with wary eye look'd thro? the heart | 
Of this ambitious man ? Art thou right—sure | 
There 's no dissimulation lurking there? 190 
Swear to me this, as thou hast hope in heaven, 
And I will yield the prince. 
Wal. So Heaven to me Sg 
It's loving mercy deal, as I believe | 
In very truth there 's not on earth that thing 
Of Harold. so desir'd, as this alliance. 
Ea. Go then ere I recall the word, begone 
Tell the usurper but thy own discretion 
Will tutor thee more wisely. Hence! tis past. ¶ Exit Wal. 


1 Epox bactily. 


Edg. Edwin, thou *st been conferring with lord Waltheof; 
That man hath eyes which penetrate the heart; 201 
And he of all our English nobles here | | 
Knows me for Edgar; make him then thige.own ; 

Print on his lips the seal of holy faith, 
Keep my name sacred as heaven's own records 
Lock'd in thy breast. 
7 Ed. Prince, dost thou love thy country ? 
 Would'st thou preserve her matrons from dishonour, 
Her youth from slavish bonds, and chace the spoilers 
From her affrighted shores ? 5 85 210 

Edg. Would 1 just Heaven : 
Thou knowst what I have done, and thou canst tell - 

What more that spirit thou hast given would do! 


P ee nn OOO OAT 
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But let me glory i in my choice, the crown 
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Ed. Nay, tis no irksome task. No toil, no danger, 
But joy, and love, and glory crown the deed. | 
Eqdg. No more, but to the point. 
Ed. In one plain word . 
Thus then J open all thy fate—Matilda = 


| 'Nay, start not, sir thy tried and loving servant, 


Edwin, thy ever- faithful creature tells 1 9 220 


That thou must wed Matilda. 


Eag. Hah! must wed ! 


What if I love her not? 


Ed. All men must love her. | | 
Eadg. Must wed ! must love! Away! Did ſlaw great 
x master 2 


Put in thy hands those fine and Secret springs, 5 
Which guide the various movements of the soul? 
- Rouse it to hate, or melt it into love ? | 
No: there is that in every human breast, 


Which Heaven made free and tyrants cannot reach. 230 
Ed. Wilt thou not meet the hand that lifts thee up 

From low despair, and seats thee on a throne? 
ag. Perish ambition! perish every 3 

Rather than this should be! | | 
Ed. Go then, ye sons | 

Of freedom, go! your sacred birthright 2 

To Norman masters; hence like scatter'd as 

Without a shepherd—for there's none to watch 

But hirelings ; he, the master of the flock, 


| Shrinks from his duty, and forsakes the fold. . 240 


Eag. Edwin, this patriot rage becomes thee well; BET an 


Nay, was it mine, the world would be Edwina”: S2 


And know, I'd rather be the roving kern, 
That prints Arabia's sands with burning feet, 
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And send my heart amidst the tawny tribes, 
To fix where love should point, than bea king 


To wed as sordid policy prescribes. ie 

Za. [ 4lone.] Death to my Wt he has no soul for 
empire. 

Heavens ! that a man born for a nation's glory, 250 


Can sell his birthright at so vile a price, 

For such a toy as beauty !=-O, Edwina ! 

(And must J call thee sister ?) fatal syren, 

Thou hast done this: if Waltheof sees the king 

Edgar is lost: that, that must be prevented * 

With my best speed, for oh! I love him still, x 
Still my heart tells me I would die to save him. [ Exit. 


Enter MATILDA and EDwIN A. 
Mat. A little farther yet I see you wonder 


Why I have brought you to this place apart: 


It is because a sympathy of soul | 260 
Draws and unites me to you; *tis because | 
There sits a weeping cherub in your eyes, 
That silently demands why I am sad, 
And I must speak to it: The worldly-wise, 
Who slowly climb by cold degrees to friendship, 
Such are my scorn; at sight of Athelina | 
Affection from my breast sprung forth at once 
Mature as Pallas from the brain of Jove. 
".  FEdw. Your bounty, like the sun, warms where it shines, 
And what it feels, inspires. 5 270 
Mat. O, Athelina 2 | | | 
I am ordain'd to misery, Soul-enslay'd 
And sentenc'd sore against the heart's protest 
To wed and be a wretch. 
Edau. And who compels 


3p 
2 
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Matilda ! victim-like, what tyrant drags thee 
As to a pagan altar; there to offer _ 
Constrain'd obeisance, and put on the vow 
As slaves do fetters with an aching heart? wks: 
Mat. So wills my father ; never till this hour 280 
Did I behold him so possess' d with n 
So terrible in wrath. ON, 
' Edw. O, shame to nature! oi bo 
And what is he *mongst Europe” 8 kings 80 Sinks 
That you of force must wed? . 
Mat. Nor great is he, 
Nor number'd amongst Europe's kings, but « one, 
Of whose inheritance there is not left, | 
Save the free air he breaths, and one faint ark 
Of sickly hope, that visits his sad heart 2890 
To rack 't with recollection of lost right. | ws 
. What do I hear? 2 - 
; Nay thou canst never guess him; js 
The Jast, the lowest in thy thoughts— 
Edw, Indeed ! | 
Mat. To sum up my efiftions in a word, 5 
*Tis Edgar Atheling. | | 
Edw. Heavens grace forbid it! 
Have they discover'd him? _. 
Mat. Who! what 's discover'd? ALD 300 
Edw. Perish the meddling politic contriver, 5 
Who set this mischief going !—Oh, if Edgar ; 
Mat. Who talks, who thinks of Edgar? Thou *rt possest. 
Edo. Who can be patient and yet hear such things os 
The king commands ! what then? will he command ©. 4 
The soul and its affections? Dearest lady, : 75 f 
Your father though he be, is he s0 EE 
As to give law to nature ? 
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Mat. I am fixt: | ; 
Therefore be patient? had he ask'd my life, 310 
I would obey and grant it ; but my heart 
That is another*s—I cannot bestow 
What I do not possess. 
Ed. Then you Il not wed— 
Mat. To Edgar never, be assur'd of that. 
Eaau. Oh, tis a deed will chronicle your name 
In fame's eternal records; you disdain 
To make a lying contra& with your lips 
And swerve with your affections; you are fixt; 
You love another: oh, may he you love — 320 
Kneeling I make it my most ardent prayer, 
Be your reward and glory; live for you, 
And you alone; and may you meet delights, 
Pure as your virtue, lasting as your truth! 
Mat. Kind Athelina, thanks: bear with my 1 
And let me tell thee all my love's fond story 
From the first hour I met him; the bright sun, 
Smote on his helm, which shot a fiery gleam, 
That dazzled all the plain; before his troop, _ | 
Arm'd at all points. upon a snow-white steed 330 
Graceful he rode; invention never yok'd | 
A fairer courser to Apollo's car, | 
When with the zephyrs and the rosy hours | 
Through heaven's bright portal he ascends the east, 
And on his beamy forehead brings the morn. 
Edw. A snow-white steed! New terrors strike my soul. 
| | [Avide, 
/ Mar. At sicht e me he stopt, _ Fo his steed 
Addive and feathery- light he leapt to earth. , 
Edw. Give me your pardon ; serves he in this camp??? 
Mar. Ves, but report prevails, he left the camp 340 
Last night o' th' sudden; and this morn, tis said. 


* 


Tou fix a scorpion to my breast. 
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Being return'd, in presence of the king | 
Some proud high-stomach'd lords did sharply urge 
And whet him to much rage ; him and his * 


Earl Edwin.— 


Edw. Hah ! *tis he. | [ Avide. 
Mat. Alas, what shakes you! 5 

You start and tremble, and your up- cast eyes 

Cling to Heaven's throne: know you the youth 1 —_ of ? 


Eau. As yet you have not told his name. 0 


e "Tis Edmund. | 

Edw. I had a friend and was was his name, 
But now that name*s no more 

Mat. You had a friend— — 


I knew it, Athelina; yes I saw, 1 


I saw your sorrows and I lov'd you for them; 
Your friend is now no more—Alas! To-morrow 
May lay my Edmund low as your's ; but I, 


I «Shall not live, as thou hast liy'd, to tell it. 


Oh, were he Edgar, had he Edgar's birth, 360 
My young, unknown, untitled, blooming rustic! 

Did his blood low—but what of that? My father 

Reigns though a subject born, and so shall Edmund, 


Tf virtue hath an interest in heaven; 


And England's throne out- stands to-morrow's storm. 
Edw. Indeed! is | 
Mat. No power can stir me. 

Edw. What if Edmund, 
What if the youth you love perchaticn hath made. 


Some humbler swain his cole | Pen nn oo. 


Mar. Perish the thought, 


It brings distraction with it: 1 command you 


Not to suppose he can prefer another; 
I took you for my comforter, and lo 


F 
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Eav. A scorpion! 
I pray you be not angry; I would kneel 
And beg a blessing for you; but, alas! 
Leaden affliction lies so heavy on me, ; 
Imagination cannot stretch a wing 4 380 
To raise me from the dust. | 
Mat. Nay, now you melt me; 
Pr'ythee go in, good maid, I am right sorry 
I spake so harshly to you: do not weep, 
For my sake do not—yet tis ever thus, 
When the fond thought of some departed friend + 
Bursts unawares from memory's gushing font, | 
And in a flood of sorrows *whelms the soul. [ Exeunts 


— 


ACT IV. sc TJ. 


= — by 
Enter EDWI N and WALTHEOF. 


Edwin, * 


Loa p Waltheof, if thou hast not yet disclog'd | 

The royal youth, forbear, I do revoke | | 

The word I gave thee  '_._-.-. 2 Do 
Wal. Why, on what pretence ? : "LA 
Ed. Edgar commands it ; he disclaims ambition, 

And will not wed Matilda, 
Wal. Will not wed !— 

Edgar, the most forlorn, lost thing on earth, 

Not wed Matilda! Strengthen my belief, 

Some wonder working power! It cannot be. 10 
Ed. By Heaven that knows my heart, 1 have aszail'd him 

With words, tears, menaces, entreaties, es ; 

+ But all, all fruitless ; he is fixt. 
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Wal. For shame 
Some little grov'ling passion lurks about him; | 
Some vulgar village wench, whose raddy health 
And rustic manners fit his narrow soul, | | 
And kindle something he mistakes for love. | 
Ed. Restrain yourself, my lord, your rage transports you. 
And yet to show I scorn a mean disguise, | 20 
I own, in bitterness of soul I own it, MR 
Your charge in part is true; there is a maid, 
But not of low degree, whom Edgar loves, 
Fatally loves, but not of rustic manners, 
Or name ignoble. 
Val. Whosoe'er she be, 
Evil betide her beauty ! she hath choc T 
The dearest hopes of a most blessed creature; 
Accursed as she is, she hath undone. 
The happiness of one, with whom compartd | 30 
She were an æthiop. 5 | 
Ed. Peace, unholy railer, | 
You know not whom you curse she is my sister. 
Wal. Thy sister! Ah, is this well done, my lord ? 
| K Thus am I us'd? thus like your basest lacquey, 
| ' Calld and recall'd and fool'd at pleasure? death! 
Is, tand for Harold; him I serve; if Edgar 
© 223 2 Fondly prefers thy sister to the crown = 
Of England and Matilda, be it's ; 3 | 
Let Edgar so declare it to the Kings TW TO OE LES þ 40 
1 shall fulfil my promise. „C OS 


Ed. How, betrayer! c e | 
You pass no more this way but ein my W ek. 
© You stand for Harold, and for justice I; [Draws bis oword, 
For suffering innocence, for truth and Edgar. h 
Wal. No more; put up your sword; the 1 5 ; 
Thus to be found were death to both, 1 


» . * — 
— — — OO EE ——ů— — — * 
* C 
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Ed. Away! | 


It is my cause that conquers, not my word. [Exit. 


Enter Ha ROL D, followed by Eooans 


Har. Now if indeed thou art that loving friend 50 
Of Edgar Atheling, which same reports thee, 
Lend me thy patient ear. Thou 'rt not to learn, 
How, when his grandsire good king Edmund died, 
Our English nobles put him from his right: 
And me a subject born, earl Goodwyn's son. 
Call'd to the vacant throne ; so call'd, of force 
Obey'd I them, and by a king's best title, 
My subjects free election, took the crown. 
Eadg. And took you peace withal and fair content 
And conscious rectitude? You took the crown ! 60 
So would not I, though it had brought dominion 
Wide as the world. Have you sweet sleep at nights? 
Do no ill-omen'd visions haunt your couch; 
And smile the eyelids of the morn upon you, 
When you salute the light ? 
Har. Urge me no farther : 
I see thou'rt noble, and that manly plainness, 
Which some would shrink from, knits me closer to thee : 
Nay I will own thou hast call'd up a thought, 
Which like unwieldy.armour weighs me down. 90 
I do perceive shame and remorse are handmaids, 
That wait on guilt as darkness on the night. 
Eag. Methinks there needs no oracle for this; 
To tell me man is cruel, false, ambitious, 
Full of gross appetency and unjust, 
Is to say man is mana general trutnln, 
To which your meanest centinel shall witness 
As amply as myself; call in your camp. 


» b 
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Our conference needs no privacy ; you say 
Heaven goads the guilty breast, and well you say, 80 
For goad it shall, or Heaven must not be Heaven. 
Har. Give me thy patienoe: what thou yet hast heard, 
Think but the prelude to more weighty matter. 
I have a daughter—need I call her fair, 
Virtuous and full of grace my realm's sole n 
Her, in respect of his descended right, 
Though fortune-wreck'd and — ev'n 1 in 8 
Edgar shall wed. _ 
Eag. Shall wed ? | | 
Har. Hah! dost thou pause? - 90 
Eag. No, if affection moves at thy apt þ 
And love must follow where ambition points, || 
D shall wed Matilda—— | 
Har. This to me? | 
Eg. But if love owns no law but of the heart by 
And if perchance some humbler maid hath drawn 
| Such vows from Edgar's lips, as honour frames 
And fond believing innocence admits, 
Then— | 
Har, What then ? og | | 100 
Zag. Not upon the peopled: . | e 
No, nor above the clouds resides that power, 
Can wrench the conscious witness from his heart, 
And say to Edgar he shall wed Matilda. 
Har. What! shall a needy outlaw talk of love? 
A beggar plead affections and rejet A 
Her, to whom Europe's kings have knelt in vain ? 
ag. Ves, for since beggars Neve _ os renn. 
Kings have declin'd to beggars; | 
Har. Hence, audacious, _ 0 110 
Nor feign for Edgar; what were Edgar present | 
And known, he dare not for his life ayow. 


* 
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Eag. Know then 'tis Edgar speaks, tis Atheling 
Rejects your offer'd terms; with scorn rejects them. 

Har. Thou Edgar ! | 

Eag. I am Edgar. 

Har, Guards !—arrest him. | [Guards advance, 
Yet stay; a moment's pause, let me be calm; ; 
Collect thy scatter'd thoughts; we yet are friends. 

Edg. No, when I league with guilt and yield to fear 120 
What honour should withhold, heaven shall meet hell, 
Things the most fierce and opposite in nature 
Shall start from their extremes and band together. 

Fly to thy guards, defenceless and embay'd. 
With only truth and justice on my side, 
Both naked, both unarm'd, I do defy thee. 

Har. Dost thou defy me? take back thy pe 

With death to better it. 
| [Gives a vignal n the Hon to arrest him. 


Enter MarIL DA hastihy. 


Mat. Health to my father! | 
Why dart thine eyes such angry dehtniogs forth 2 130 
Why stand these guards like hounds upon the slip? 


Is this their victim? ah! can he offend? 


Never look' d guilt like him; he errs perhaps 
And with too bold a speech atfronts the ear 


Of majesty; a stranger is not bound 


Jo all a subject's forms; let me prevail; 
Send him aside and hear thy daughter Speak. 
Har. My daughter shall be heard; is there a thing 
I ever yet denied thee? Lead him off, 140 
And wait our pleasure. —Hah! that look hath dete 
[The Guard leads of Edgar: Matilda hoks tender! ly at him. 


$ Be as 2 
! & 
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Matilada, st thou him thon dost e 
With such fond scrutiny? ??; 


Mar. Vou bade me know him, 
Protect and cherish; by his youthful graces | 
Conquer'd yourself, you turn'd them upon me: 


And now what cause, alas ! provokes this change? 


Har. Thou art the cause; t is for thy sake he dies. 


Mat. Die for my sake ! Not if his death could add 


Myriads of years to my extended life, | | 
And every year bring myriads of delights. + 5 150 
Har. These are impassion'd words: alas, my child, 
If thou dost love this youth | | 
Matr. Thou wilt destroy him; 


It is the savage policy of kings. 1 8 f 
Har. Thou lov'st him then —confess. | 


Mat. To desperation—to death. 


Har. Then Heaven cannot afflict thee deeper. 


Mat. I know it, but your daughter, sir, can die: 
I speak for nature; mine is not a heart, 


That can transfer affection; tear him hence, 160 


You tear life too there is no room for Edgar. 


Husar. Say'st thou for Edgar? He, that youth is Edgar. 


[ [She is falling, and Har. catches her in his arms, 
Mat. [After a pause. ] Save me, support me: 9. my much= 
| Jored father! ö | 
If he, that youth be Edgar, would'st. thou kill 
Him that shall be my Bene 2: 
Har. What but killing e 
Merits that monster, who rejects Matilda . 
Mat. Rejects Matilda! Am I then rejected ? | 
-Oh that some friend had CR a _ here, 


Ere I had met this moment! 5 


Har. Nay, be patient. 
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Mar. Let me behold him and I will be patient. 
Was thine ear fearful? Did no wrongs provoke him ? 
I found thee high in wrath, he too. was angry, 

He was, he was; and spake he knew not what. 
Har. Grant Heav'n he did! I am no practised suitor, 
And undeserv'd misfortune makes men proud. 

Hoa, guards produce the youth you have in charge. 


May he who arm'd thine eyes; inspire hs lips! 179 
See where he comes | [ Exit. 
Enter EDOAR, guarded. | - 


Mat. Prince, (so I now must call you) 

If, while it pleas'd you to assume the name 
And simple stile of a plain Scotish knight, 
Friendship for Edmund caus'd me to omit 

What Edgar's high pretensions might have claim'd; 
I shall expect your pardon, | | 
ag. Take my thanks, 
For they are much thy due. 
Mat. Nay, I am told 


' You are too proud to be Matilda's . . 1g 


Crowns, by her hand presented, you reject 

And scorn the encumber'd boon: vindiQtive Edgar, 
Is it your sport to steal away our hearts, 

Like heathen Jove, beneath a borrow'd: form,; 
Then re- assume the god, ascend your skies, 

And leave the slighted maid to die with weeping? 

| Edg. What shall I say? that I disclaim ambition ? 
That long estrang'd and exil'd from my realm, 
My, heart forgets its home and draws no sighs, 
Which point to England and my native right? 
Or with an eye of cold philosophy _ 

Shall I affect to view that radiant form, 

| G 


. 
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And not n its charms ? I feel their power, 
But cannot give that heart which is another's. | 
Mat. Another's ! where, in what proud realm is found 
She, from whose sight, diminish'd rivals shrink, 
And leave the choice of all mankind to her ? 
Edg. In rural silence dwells the maid I love, 
With her in some lone corner of your isle, 
Far from ambition's walk, let me reside, "i. >. BIO. 
Nor shake the quiet of Matilda's soul. 
Mat. Sure of all forms, which cruelty assumes, 
Humility can most insult mankind; 
Away! nor cheat me with these fairy scenes 
There is no beauty in our isle for Edgar, 
No soft sequester'd maid, no truth, no love, 
Save what this fond rejected heart contains. 
Edg. Thus urg'd, 't were meanness to withhold the truth = 
In Hackley's shades a Sylvan goddess holds 
Her lonely haunts ; Edwina 1 is her name „ # 220 
Earl Edwin's sister | — 
Mar. Take her, and be still | | 
That abje& thing thou art; take Edwin's sister, 
A subject beauty fits a subject's choice. 
Go to my father, tell him thou hast pierc'd 
3 _ Hig daughter's heart, and give him stab for stab: 
EE: 7 away! thou hast thy full revenge, | 
| evenge ! my heart disclaims it: O, Matilda! 
My r can no more farewell for ever! [Exite- 


1 


4: be eee MAT1LD k=Exter Eowin a. kn] 
Edw. Tis Edgar 1—Hah ! he parts and sees me not. 3 
Mat. Stay, Athelina; turn, beloved maid. 
| Turn from that monster thine abhorrent oo” 
Approach and save mei - 


CAE | 
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Eau. What afflicts Matilda? 

Mat. And is there need of words? break, dts my heart! 
Open thou prison- house of the soul, dissolve 
And give a wretched captive its release we 

Eqdw. Be calm. 

Mat. As death. Why look'd you on that youth r 

Edaw. I look'd not on his face. 240 

Mat. And if thou hadst, | 
If thou hadst look'd, thou would'st have lor'd like me, 

And like me been a wretch! 
Edv. Alas, I pity thee. 5 
Mat. Then thou hast lov'd, for love will ſack thee pity. 
Caould'st thou believe it, he, (O, heaven !) that Edmund 
Whose very nameꝰs a lye; that Edgar Atheling 
For Edwin's sister slights, rejects Matilda 
A princess for a clown; me for Edwina l | 
Strike her smooth form all o'er with lep*rous blanes, 250 
Ye sprites, which magic incantations charm ! 
Shake her with palsied ugliness, ye demons, 
And so present her to her lover's arms I 
To kill him with the touch.——O, Athelina, 
If thou dost love me join and aid the curse! | 
Ew. Shall I curse her, who never hath offended ? 

Mar. Turn then on him thy deepest, direst curse; 
Call up the damn'd, and darken heaven with spells. 
Ea. Mercy forbid! | 

Mat. No mercy, but revenge: | 260 
Give me revenge. He dies. et e 
Eau. Ah take my life: 

Lo, at thy feet a wretched virgin kneels 
And prays for mercy. | 

Mat. Hence ! you'll anger me. 

Tau. I would 1 could: turn thy revenge 01 on me; 
But spare my 9 life. | 
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Mat. Thy Edgar say'st thou! 
Who and what art thou ge n monn 
Edau. I am Edwina. 155 270 
Mat. What do I hear? thou art 
dau. I am Edwina : 
Here is that bosom thou would'st 19855 with SOres 
And spotted leprosy, that fatal form, | 
Which thou would'st rouse the demons up from hell, 


Too strike with palsied ugliness 3 behold ! —— 


I am the wretch whom thou didst call to aid 
Thy curse on Edgar; mark how I will curse him. 


O all ye saints and angels, every spirit f Kneeling. 
Who wing'st this nether air with pinions dipft 250 


In heaven's ethereal dew, make him your care, 
And, gathering o'er his head your plumed _ 
From a celestial canopy above him 
To fence off this destroyer. 
Mat. Peace, deceiver: { | © - | 
Thy prayers are yain ; he dies this moment. [G n. 
Eaav. Stay ! 1 
Tho? not in pity, yet in honour 1 me: 
I ask no mercy ; prayers indeed are vain; 
Edwina pleads not ev'n for Edgar's life: 299 
For if whea I, the fatal cause of all, FSG | 
Lie at thy feet a bloody breathless cores 
Thy rage should still demand his guiltless life, 
Who shall oppose it? All that I shall do, 
All that I can, is thus to die for Edgar. / | 
[Offers to kill herself but is . Machts. 
Mat. Stop thy rash hand ; thou shalt not die. This —_ : 
Dazzles my rage; I stiffen with surprise; | 
Thy presence, like the fascinating eye 
Of the fixt basilisk, takes motion from me 1 
And roots me in the eat . 300 
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Edw. What shall I say? 
I own thee wretched and myself the cause: 
But do not let remorseless fury rend c 
The god from out thine heart, which Nature's hand 
Set up, as in a shrine of human kindness, 
That misery like mine may find a shelter. 
Mat. No more; I once had pity ; the poor bird, 
Which kills herself to feed her gaping brood, 
Was not more pitiful; but it is past; 
The wolf hath slain the lamb; bloody revenge 310 
Hath thrust out all remorse -I must have vengeance. 
aao. Take it; *tis in thine hand Take full revenge: 
Thou haj a dagger, strike to Edgar's heart; 
Lay his lov'd form a breathless corse before thee, 
And sate thy thirst for vengeance, — Hah ! *tis ee 
Heaven opens in thine eyes. 
Mat. Tis in mine heart; 
feel its breath, like dew, descend upon me; 
Amidst the whirl of passion mercy sits, | 
And whispers patience in a voice so charming, 320 
Jo hear is to obey=— Thy Edgar lives. 
Edw. Lives he? May angels waft the word to mis. 
And bring a blessing thence ! 
Mat. Stay not to thank me, 
Bear from my sight that too-engaging form: 
Leave me to my afflitions, they Il stay wih me, 


- And be my close companions — Fare thee well ! 


| Eqdw. Farewell, thou W nog Oh, remember, 
| Remember Edgar—— . | [ Exit. 
| Mat. Whither was I lng 2 
When this bright deed restor'd me ! $0 the mi 
With felon steps, on murderous a& intent, 
. Steals on the sleeping night; when if at once 
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Launch'd from sulphureous clouds the vollied fire 
Quick-glancing bursts upon his-ruffian head - 
With dazzling bright suffusion, horror-seiz'd, 
Trembling, aghast he starts, lets fall the knife 
Ev'n at the victim's throat and flies—as I do. 


4 . 


[Exit.. 


— — 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


; I. 
7 . : - — - 


HaroLD is discovered in his Tent before break of Day; the 


Guards in various Attitudes resting on "Our Arms bo rises 


48s his Couch and advances. 
a Harold. 


. will this night have end? 4 break beth; 


I'm weary of invoking thee, O sun 

Io, i in yon red'ning cloud I see thee mount: 
Not as thou *rt wont with odour-breathing gales, 
Serene and marshall'd by the dancing hours 
Up to the laughing east; but warrior-like - 

With rattling quiver and loud stormy march 

And bloody ensigns by the furies rear d 

Aloft and floating in the flecker'd sky: 


So shall the day be suited to it's deeds. [4 trumpet, | 


Stand to your arms there, soldiers ! os 2 En 
| 15 | : [The Guards rise. 


Euter Earl of ner. 5 


> } 


| Mer. Hail to my king and er on 1 knee I begs 


boon. 


? Har. What is it, 2 1 Mercia; 35 


Mer. The leading * the nnn, 5 
Aar. Tis thine: gs 


8 


1 
| 


A 


: F 
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Draw the firm phalanx forth; tis thine to guide 
The thuuder of the war: there be thy post. 
Farewell! The word i is victory or death. __ | [Exit Mer. 

[ He speaks to one r Guard. 

Come 8 soldier! haste thou to Lord Reginald, 20 
Bid him to plant his bowmen in the copse, 
Which flanks the Norman camp; he knows the place; 
Thence as our foes advance with level front 
And regulated files, he may perplex 
And gall their battle.— Take this ensign, soldier, 
In Standford's fight I saw thee bravely win it, 
Defend it now as bravely. 


Sol. With my life. | [Exit Soldier. 
| Enter WALTHEOF. 
Wal. Health and a happy morn to England's king ! 
Would Heaven, that all our warriors like their chief 30 


Had thus outstript the sun! 
Hlar. Where is the promise, 
With which so high you fed my pamper'd hope? 
Edgar rejects my suit: no power can move him. 
VPal. Alas, you are too mild. 
Har. He 's deaf to reason. 
Wal. Be deaf to him, O Heaven, whit he does kneel 
And cry for mercy! Put your terrors forth, 
My life upon 't he yields. 39 
Har. Set him before us. dy FT [Exit Wal. 


"Hts Evcas, da. 


Fag. Your messenger conven'd me to your tent; 
Lo, I expect your pleasure. 

Har. Mark me then, 

While to thy free election I hold up 
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Two different mirrors: in the one you see 

The fair presentment of a kingly crown, 

Where love and beauty weave the nuptial knot, 

That binds it to thy brow ; in plainer terms, 

My daughter and my empire wait thy choice. 
ag. I have a vow noted in heaven's. own. ws 50 

Where saints have witness'd it. 2 5 
Har. Oh, seize the moment! 

If you espouse my daughter I-go forth 

To certain conquest: from my soul I think 

That England's fate now hangs on thy resolve. 

Heal then the breaches of the land, my son, 

And make us all one heart. Come then, ye nations, 

And $hroud old Ocean with your hostile sail; 

Buy her own sons defended and belov' d. 8 
England shall stand unshaken and secure, 60 
And only fall, when time itself expires. - 0 

Eg, Bid me go forth; conduct me to the chege : 


plant me upon the last, forlornest hope, 


Where the fight burns, where the mad furies toss 


Their flaming torches, and vide-wasting deatn 
Up to the hilt in blood, with giant stroke | 
Widows the nations : thither let me go 
Jo fight, to fall; but never dare to hope 
| Tho? you id a Seraph's eloquence to tempt, 1 
As Seraph's truth to vouch for your prediction, 70 
That I would yield my bosom to disgrace, 
Cancel the vow which I have given Edwina, N 
And save my country at my soul's expence. 

Har. Then know, obdurate ons | 

Edg. What ? it 

Har. My country calls; .. r. 
'Tis her last awful i invocation; lkafk'$ 7 5: 


het 
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The altar burns; a royal lady waits, 
And this her bridal dower : receive it, prince : 
[ He tenders the Crown to Edgar. 
What can a king give more? What has a father 80, 
More dear to offer than his only child ? 
ag. Forbear ; *tis mockery when the soul is fixt. 
Har. Then thou art lost—Oh yet preserve thy gps 
Fag. My honour and my oath —— 
Har. Thy life—— | 
Eag. My love. 
Har. Die, then ! rer hoa l my grants” Strike off his 
head. | | 
| MaTiLDa enters hastily, and inter pores Aru between EDGAR 
| and the Guards, as they are advancing to seize him, 


Mar. Strike off his head! By him who made the heavens, 
Whose great primæval interdiction cries | 
Thro? all ereation's round * thou shalt not kill,” 2 
I do adjure you, stop! | [ Guard's fall back. 
Har. What frenzy moves thee ? „ N 
Mat. Or spare him, or expect to see me fall 
And dash my desperate brains. Upon my knees, 
Father, I do beseech a grant him life. | 


Enter Nos THUMBERLAND, based, We EE Chez. 
North. To horse, dread sir; brace on your beaver «trait, 


- Caparizon with speed, and meet the sun, 

Who thron'd and beaming on the upland edge, 

Stands in his fiery wane with glowing wheels 

And panting coursers to behold a _ | 4900 

Worth his diurnal round. 1 

Har. Warriors, lead on! 
333 
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Tho? hell assumes her thousand hideous shapes, 
Phantoms and fiends and fierce anatomiĩes 7 
To shake me from my course; tho? Duncan cross me, 
With auguries and spells ; tho' this proud youth, 
Bid sharp vexation with its wolſish fangs 
Harrow my heart, in me is no delay. 
For thee, my child, whose intercession turns ; 
Yet once again from this devoted head _ . 110 
The uplifted hand of death, take, since thou wilt, 7 
The thankless life, thou mak'st so much thy care; 
And now farewell! : Amen Matilda. 
Mat. The god of battle guide thee! 
I will not shame thee with a tear: farewell! 
Har. Come forth, nm N benos, _— from my 
heart: 


| | Now take me, Barta; n 


| [Exit with his Wako = 
Mat. Go, ye.brave Engligh ; go, as ye are wont, 5 


| To glorious conquest! Oh, remember, friends, 


Ve strike for us, for freedom, for your count. 1220 

Angels of victory surround your hot 

And fight 0h . aides: Trangpertiog sounds „ 

> ho [A dittant chout. 55 

With joyful chourings hoy. salute their kin gs : 

And strike their —_— in token of applause,' 

Edgar! [Turning from the aide Scene «Bag 

ag. Matilda 1 "an me with a en 

Or, like the decii, self-devoted thus Ba 6h cot acts 

[— ͤ— U —— » none wont ah nf ²ꝛͤ!]̃% 
Mar. Vet ere the shock nba e iff. 

Of battle wers us, e yn Sor ad letra ene 


; Resolve me, had it been my lot to meet thee, e 
| With free affections and a vacant heart, 5 - 
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Could'st thou have deign'd to cast away a thought 
On lost Matilda? Ah, could*st thou have lov'd her? 
| Eag. Born to each grace, with every virtue blest ! 
How can Matilda ask of Edgar this ? 

Sure I were lost to every manly feeling, 

If honour'd thus, I should forbear to hold, 

Whilst memory lives, thy image present here, 

And cherish it with gratitude, with love? 140 
Mar. It is enough: Hear, angels, and record it! 

Now take this sword; if in yon bleeding ranks 

You meet the king, or fainting with his wounds, 
Or press'd with numbers, think he had a daughter, 

And save her father, as she rescued thee, [Mat. 7s going. 
Eag. Ev'nto the teeth of death I will obey thee. | 
Yet stay! one word Tis to exact from virtue 
More than frail nature warrants; yet thy soul 
Is large? Oh, say, wilt thou protect Edwina ? | 

Mat. Whilst I have life. ä 
Tag. Then thou art truly great. | | 
Mat. What! know'st thou not Edwina is my guest: 
Edg. Edwina here ! thy guest! 
Mat. One tent contains us: 
Beneath a borrow'd name (oh, let the gh ; 
Henceforth be sacred!) she besought protection; 
I took her, laid her nearest to my heart, 1 
And fed her with it's best, it's dearest hopes — 
2 But hark! the ee Joins—Farewell, for ever! Exit. 
: | [ 4 general Charge, 
Ede. Live, live and save Edwina! Hark, they shout! 
There 's victory in the sound. O day and night! 167 


-- They stop, they turn. Behold, the Normans wy 


I see bright glory flaming in the van; 
Tiptoe she stands in skiey- tinctur'd stile. 


h * 2 N 
2 ; 
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Her head high-rear'd and pointing to the skies, | 
With pinions bent for flight: Stay, godlike vision, 


And let me fly to snatch——Edwina ! 


Enter „ 


IA. be it hastening out Edwina meets him. 
Edw. Edgar! v4; 
And do we live to meet? Oh, mah — moment, 170 


And save thyself and me! Whence this impatience? 


Why that disorder'd rolling of thine eye? 


What ails thee, prince ? 


| Edg. And can'st thou ak ?—Behold 1 
Zu. O, horrible! a scene of e 


| Eag. Of glory? 1 ww 
Of fame immortal, of triumphant tapture 


And would'st thou hold me there? [She takes bold of bicband 


 Edw. Wilt thou forsake me ? | | 
Edg. Let go my hand: if thou persist, Edwina, 180 

To hold me thus, a thousand, thousand furies, | 

And each more horrible than death shall haunt me, 

Till phrenzy-struck, with mine own hand I seize 

This recreant heart and . it from ** breast. 


1 EDwòI n, bartily. FO 


Ed. Thus art thou found? Thro' deluges of blood. 
Launch'd from the noblest veins in all this isle, 
Fighting I sought thee : Fly, ill-fated Prince 

ag. What do I hear? Is it not victory ? 8 
Ed. Curse on the strumpet fortune, she revolts 


And sides with Normandy; their seeming flight 199 > 
Was but a feint ; upon the word they halted, | _. 
| Check'd in their mid-career ; then wheeling swift 


With thick-clos'd files charg'd our disorder'd ranks, 


4 <A x. i 2s * 
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That reel'd upon the shock: A faithless band, 
Led by Earl Waltheof, that still ans traitor, 
Went over to the foe. | 

ag. Lives Harold yet? 

Ed. From helmet to the heel all red with blood, 
And gash'd with glorious wounds, he call'd me to him, 
And bade me say, that with his dying breath 200 
To thee and to Matilda he bequeaths 
All that is left of England. 

ag. Lead me to him! | 
| Edw. To death as soon! =_ 
Es. Retire to safer ground. | | 
Edge. Retire! shall Edgar fly, winter Harold fights? 
Off, let me go. 
 Eqdw. Nay, if my arms can't hold thee—— 
ag. O, thou soft Syren !—take her, noble Edwin, 


Take my soul's better part before I sink | 210 
To infamy—Oh, take her from my heart. _[ Exit. 
Edæu. If thou hast love or pity in thy bosom, 5 
HFaste and preserve him 85 [Exit Edwin. 
Oh, this rives my heart. 
Earth, earth, receive a wretch. [She falls on the ground. 


Enter MaT1LDa with Attendants, baving discovered EDI x A 
| on the Ground, abe advances hastily to her. 
Mar. She faints : she falls ! 


- © Look up, Edwina! Is it death's resemblance, 
- Or- n itself? She lives. W 


LZ. by raite her. 
Edu. Matilda ! | 
Mat. Start not! I am yet thy Abend. 7.» ad 
Edw. Fly then and save -O, Heaven! N 
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I saw your hero dart into the fight 
As the train'd swimmer springs into the unn 
Edw. Art thou a woman? 
Mat. Would to Heaven I were not! 
Then I had grappled on your warrior's side 
And struck for England, for my father=Oh ! 
I look*d but now, and saw a storm of blood, 6 
A raging ocean scatter'd o'er with wreck? 230 
| Fir'd at the sight I snatch'd a javelin up | 55 
Some warrior's haste had dropt - the feeble weapon 
Fell from my woman's hand: Again 1 ane 
No English banner floated in the air, : 
Save where my father' fought ; revolting nature 
Shrunk from the scene, and soon a scalding flood 
Of 20g burst forth that quench'd these orbs of Sight: 
dw, Where shall I turn ? 1 
7 To death. ; "Fab : 
Ed. Dreadful resort! 240 
Mat. And yet when hope, our last kind nursing frond, 1 7 
Forsakes her patient's couch, and dark despair 8 * ? 
Puts out that light, which like a nightly beacon 
Po oints to the harbour, where the foundering bark 
+ Of misery may steer. Ah, whither then 
Shall life's benighted passenger resort, 
1 But to oblivion and th' all covering grave ? 5 
3 Edw. Why then, when death had arm'd my uplifted _ 
Didst thou prevent the blow and bid me live? 
Mar. Live but till Edgar falls, then rear the blow, 250 
II not prevent it—Hah ! what bleeding man 


Enter NorTHUMBERLAND. rupported by Soldiers. 


SI North. A little onward ens — 
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Run one of you and bring me speedy word, 
What troops those are, which wilfully maintain 
A dying kind of combat; if there *s hope | 
Make signal with your hand and 2 staunch, 
my wound 
My curse upon that Norman a Fitz Hugh; 
His tusk has ript my heart-strings; yet I cleft him, 
Did I not, soldiers ? Soft, for mercy's sake. 260 
Jesu Maria, what a pang was that! 
Look out; no sign of hope ? None, none; all's los. 
. Hence, Stand off ! | 
[He mites his ** with aneaich and breaks * the goldiers. 
Wide as the grave 1 rend this bleeding, breach. 
SY” tears open bis wound. 
Fall, England! fall, Northumberland !—Tis passt. 
[ He falls into his soldiers arms, and expires, 
Mar. Farewell, stout heart | how better thus to fall 
By death hewn down, than to outlive the leaf, 
And drop a sapless ruin! let me view thee: 
Is death no more than this? why thou, Edwina, | 


a - * 


Or I, or any one may do as much. | 270 


Life, like a worn-out garment, is cast off, 

And there's an end: I thank thee for the lesson, ; 

»Twill stand me much in use— bear him away. | 

[The auler, take off the bats | 


Enter Epcas, Epwis Ns e Soldiers. i 


ue lives, he comes ! hence to the winds, my fears; TELE 


There 's blood upon thy scarf. 
Eg. Then it was struck 
From Norman veins. 
Mat. Where is my father? 
Edg, Ha! Edwin! 
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Eq. My lord. | 7 | | 280 
ag. The foe cuepends dine DIETS | 
And calls his conquering legions back from daughter : 
Run, Edwin, run and take thy ensign with thee; 
Here on the craggy summit of the cliff | 
Wave it aloft, and call the stragglers up {5-4 
To form upon the heights; these still are ours. [Exit Ed. 
Mat. Where is my father? Where are all the heroes, 
Whom I have seen return triumphant home, 
With victory eagle-wing' d upon their helm? - 
Ede. All lost, with thousands upon nn, _ 290 
And swallow'd up in death! . 
Mat. Death, say'st thou? | 5 
Fag. Hearken! . Rf] 
The hireling troops had fled pins native phalanx 
Fatally brave yet stood; there deep engulph'd 
Within the Norman host I found thy father, 
Mounted like Mars upon aſpile of slainn2ss 
Frowning he fought, and wore his helmet up, 
His batter'd harness at each ghastly sluice e 
Streaming with blood; life gush'd at every a 300 
Vet liv'd he, as in proud despight of nate. i 
_ His mighty soul unwilling to forsakhke 
It's princely dwelling ; swift as thought I flew; 
Aud as a $turdy churl his pole-axe aim'd | 
Full at the hero's erest, I sprung upon him 
| And Sheath'd my rapier in the caitiff's lube,” 
Mat. Didst thou ? then thou art faithful. Open wite 
And shower your blessings on his head, ye heavens! 
Edg. A while the fainting hero, we 8 5 jy ö ̃ 


(For Edwin now had join'd me) but as well fs THEE - + 


We might have driven the mountain cataract 
8 to its source, as stemm'd the battle's — A 5 8 


\\ 


* 
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I saw the imperial duke, and with loud insults 
 Provok*d him to the combat, but in vain 
The pursey braggart now secure of conquest, 


Rein'd in his steed, and wing'd his squadron round 

To cut us from retreat; cold death had stopt 

Thy father's heart, e'en hope itself had died: 

*Midst showers of darts we bore him from the field; | 

And now, supported on his soldiers“ pikes, 30 

The venerable ruin comes. Behold! | v3 

[The body of Harold ;s FRO RY in. 

Mat. Soldiers, 1 this last mournful office thanks 

Bear him within the tent, upon the couch 

Lay ye the body; spread his mantle o'er him, 


And all depart: For this I thank you, Nature, 


That when you sent calamity on earth, 
And bade it walk o'er all this vale of tears, 


Vou sent deliv'rance also, and with deaeid, 3051 5 3 


As with a land-mark, bounded its domain, 


And open'd an asylum in the grave, | 330 


| [The body is carried into the Tent, Mat. follows, 
_ Edws Lo! where she follows her dead father's dodge 
She hath a soul that will not bend to ary ED 


And disappointment. 
Eag. Haste, beloved maid, 5 
And force her from the ys 5 Bak Un Edw. 


Enter eee | 


- 85 977 And dost thou live, brave youth ? dost thou survire 
Those miracles of valour which I saw, | 


And blushing saw? for oh, too sure I wrong'd he 1 


Give me thy pardon; thou hast more than conquer'd. 


Edg. — enough ! It is not now a time 3240 
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For English hands to strike at English hearts, 
Else but *t is past Where 's old Northumberland? 
Where valiant Mercia ?——Ah ! is 't so with both ? 
[Siffric makes ngnal wa their death. 


Re-enter Enwrn awith ere. 
en brave Edwin! thou bring'st N for England, 


Enter Fowna from the Tents 


Ede. Horror on horror! when will death have end! 
Some fiery dog-star reigns, and deadly madness 
Strides all below the moon. Scarce had they set 
Their mournful burden down, when following quick 
3 She rush'd into the tent, and raising up 
Heer father's mantle, snatch'd one eager lock; 380 
* = Then with uplifted eyes and heaving sighs, | 
Seizing his Sword with strong determin'd ap - 
| ant it into her breast. Behold, the comes 


SEE Enter Mavens; joker 

Mat: Tis Gone! the faithful point hath reach'd my life, 
And spoke it's errand fairly: Now, my Soul, 

Now speed thy wings, and FWS 
Fat. O, killing sight! 

ag. Q, deed of horror! 

Mar. Hush, no more of that. | 
Think'st thou the- Almighty's'mercy hal not reach 360 
To take affliction in? look well at me: EY 
Of friends, crown, country, kinsmen, father "reft, | 
Love · lorn, of reason more than half beguil d., | 8 
Heart broke and eee out the e N 

5 1 could I do but die? 
ſg. Heaven 8 Joys receive thee ! 
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Mat. Amen ! the voice is Edgar's, but my eyes 
Grow dim; alas! 't is hard I cannot see thee : 
Give me the crown ; quick, reach it to my hand. 
[They bring the Crown, and present it to Matilda. 

Ay, now I have it, shorn of power indeed ! 370 
But light'ned of its cares; Edgar, o'er thee 

This radiant circle like a cloud may pass; 

But thy posterity to latest times | 
Shall bind it on their brow. Receive it, prince, 
And noble as thou art, O, spare the dead, 
Nor stir my father's ashes with thy curse! 


* 


[Edgar receives the C 
Edg. Peace to his shade: Coo then eaven my sins forgive 
As I thy father. 1 
Mat. *Tis enough : farewell ! | 
Life's storm is past; wave after wave subsides, 380 


The turbid passions sink, and all is peace: 
Ambition, jealousy, nay love itself, 
Last ling' ring, drops into the grave and dies. 
[ She sinks into the arms of her attendants, and expires. 
 Edg. There fled a mighty soul Angels, receive it, 
And waft it to the mansions of the blest. 8 
And art thou mine? ä [To the Crown; 
Friends, soldiers subjects now, 
Lord Edwin, Siffric, England's brave remains, 
I, Edgar Atheling, King Edmund's heir. 


: Now take this mournful relique of my right. 390 
If you are with me, warriors, strike your shields. _ | 
Thanks, gallant countrymen! [They orrike. 


Ea. Lo, on his knee 
Edwin salutes thee; King of England, hail! 


Eag. Come to my heart, my friend, my more than father! 
| | [To Edwins 


1 
poo 
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Sif. Siffric, the convert of thy valour, kneels, 


And every faculty of head, heart, meh 


To thy free service dedicates 

Eag. Arise! 
And take ('tis all your king can give) my thanks. 400 
And now, my fair betroth'd, reach forth thine hand, 
And touch this golden symbol, whilst I ear, 
Here standing in the awful eye of Heaven, | 


* 


To share it with Edwina. VIP 


Edw. On my knees 
I yield thee thanks, whilst before Heaven I swear, 


- Tho” thou hadst nothing to bestow but chains 


And beggary, and want, and torturing stripes, 
And dungeon darkness; still thy poor Edwina 


For thee alone should live, with thee should die. 110 


Edg. Now, warriors, how resolve you ? View that field; 


The Norman, like a lion, swill'd with slaughter, 


Sleeps o'er his bloody mess Our scatter'd troops 
Collect and form around, 1 ee 
Sif. We live in Edgar 


Save the last hope of England retreat. 


Zag. Retreat ! shall English warriors hear that word 
And from an English king! No, Siffric, never. ; 


. Unfurl the Saxon standard ! See, my lords, 


Twice taken in the fight, and twice recover d., 4120 
Th' hereditary glory lives with Edgar. „„ 
Beneath that banner god- like Alfred conquer d: 

Beneath that banner, drench'd in Danish blood, 

My grandsire Iron-sided Edmund fought; 


Wrench'd from my infant grasp, a bold usurper 


Seiz'd it, possest it, died in it's defence: 
And shall I, in the tame respect of life, 


With close-furPd ensigus, trailing in the dust, 
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Halt in the rear of fame? No, gallant English, 

Turn not, but as the galled panther turns, 430 
To lick his wounds, and with recruited fury | 

Springs to the fight afresh: So turn; so stand! 

And from the height, ennobled by your valour, 

Hurl bold defiance to the foe beneath. Drums, Nc. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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„„ EPILOGUE. 7 
TIT BY M189 rover. 
ron ancient Thepi to the prevent age FAS 


The aworld hath of been term'd a public tage, 

A thread-bare metaphor, which in it's time 
Hath patch'd much prote and heel-piec'd many a rhime, 
Z' the grave pulpit sometimes deigns to use 
The emphatic terms of the proscribed Muze, 

Calli birth our entry, death our exit calls," 

Ad at lift's cloce exclaimi=ethe curtain falls ; 

A 50 concludes upon the drama i plan : 

That fretting, atrutting, shart«hour-afor, man. 


Are we all actors then Pes, all from ls; 
| And attresses 2—1 apprehend o, madam. _ x EO 
Some fill their :ast with grace, others with nana: 1 
JE Some are show'd off the stage, and some bow on; 
EE , |. -- Some good, ome bad, ill we all a a part, = 
bilit ave dirguice the language of the beart; 


1 f 
1 


r Nature s plain taste provides a simple treat, 

| * = : But art, the cook, steps in and mart the meat 3 
| | 5 The comic blade makes ridicule his tent, 
C And on his tomb proclaims that life's a jext ; 
P12 The ewaggering braggart, in true tragic cast, 


Bellews blank werse and daggers to the last; 
{© M bilu clubs of neutral petit. maitres boat 
„„ A kind of opera company at mort, Lo | 
' Whoxze dress, air, action, all is imitation, _ © 
A poor, insipid, ter vile, French translationz n - 
I bote tame dull scene glides uniform along, . | | 
In comi - furci - pataral ing gg - - i: 


EPILOGUE. 


*Tis all awalen'd by the rattling die, 

Club awits, and make—a modern tragedy ; 

A tragedy, alas! good friends, look round, 
What have we left to tread but tragic ground ? 
Four authors leagu'd to shake the human coul, 
Unsheath the dagger, and infuse the bowl, 

At length descending to the least, and last, 

Me hope the terror of the time is past, | 


Full 5ated now with battle, blood, and murder, 


England is conquer” d—fate can reach no further, 
Bid then the weeping Pleiads dry their ce, 


And turn to aa Scenes and orighter ties. 


THE END. 
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